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c The moft lamentable Romain e 

Traced ie of Titus Andronicus : As ltwasplauj 
b y th e rieh^honotaWc Lhe Earie o^^rbie^ Earle 
of PcmbrookciindEar lc of Suffcx 
their Seruants, 

Enter the Tribunes and Senatours aloft lAnd then enter 
Saturninus and hs foUoxvtrs at one door e % and Bamanus and nig 
follow er$,mth Drum And Tru^etf. » 

Saturninus ♦ 

N Oblc Patricians .Patrons of my right. 

Defend cheiuftice of my caufe with artnes* 

And Country men my louing followers. 

Plead my fucccflfiue title with your fwords : 

I am his firft borne fonnc,that was the laft 
That ware the ImpcriallDiadem oiRome. 

Then let my fathers honours liue in mee, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie. 

Bajjiams. 

Romaines, friends, followcr^fauourcrsofmy right, 
lfeuer Bajftanus Cafars fonne, 

Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 

Keepe then this paffage to the Capitoll^ 

A nd iuffer not difhonpur to approch, 

Thcimperiall feat to vertue; confecrate 
Toiuflice^ continence, and Nobilitic : 

But let defert in pure eie&ion fhinc. 

And Romaines fight for freedome in your choice* 

A »>. 



Marcus 



The mojl UntntxAc T f*gdb 

(JMirctu A»drtnic»tvith theCroWitt , 
Princes that ftriueby fa&ions andby friends 
A'mbiiiouflV for Rdlcand _Emperic, 

Know that the people of Rome for whome we Rand 
A f peciall Partie, haue by common voyce,. 

In rleffion for the Romaine Empenc 
Chofen for named /»<«/, 

For many good and great deferisto Rome t 
A nobler man, a brauer warrio.ur, 

Liuesrot this day within the Citty wall*. 

Fie by the Senate is accited home, 

From weary warres againft the barbarous Gothes> 
That with his fonnes( a terror to our foes) 

Hath y oakt a nation itrong, traind vp in Armes. 
Tetine yeares are fpent fince firR he yndertooke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, and chaftifed with Armes _ 

Our enemiespride : Fiue times he hath returnil 
Bleeding to Rome.bearinghis.valiantfonnes- 
In Coffins from the field. 

And now at laft, laden with honours fpoiles 
Returns* the good Androm cm to Ro me, 

Renowned 7 »(*iflourifhingin Armes, 

Let vs intreat by honour ofhis name , 

VVhomc worthily you would haue now fuccecde, 
And in the Capitoll and Senatesrigbt, 

Whome you pretend to honour and adore. 

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength, 
Difmifleyour followers, and as filters (hould, 

Plead yourdefcit* in peace and homblcncs. 

Saturt mu*. 

Howfaire the Tribune fpeakes to calme n>y thought* 

B ajs / attar , 

Match* AftdronicHtifo 1 doc affic* 



of Tim An dronicM* 
fnthvvprjs ^ tn ** anl1 ^ n * e S r,t y’ , 

Ana folloueand honour thee andthine, 

Thv noble brother 7 ’its and his fonnesi 
And her to whome my thoughts are humbled all, 

Graciou*Z>*«*»»<», Romes rich ° rna ™. ent » . 

That 1 will hecredifiKifle my louing friends . 

* Satnrninus . 

Friends, that haue teene/ih us forward in rcy right, 

Itbankeyouall,atidheeiedifmi(Te ydual , 

Andtotheloueandfauour ofmy Country, 

Commit my felfe, my perlon , and the caule, 

Rome beasiutt and gracious vntome, 

As J am confident and kinde to thee. 

Opcnthcgatcsandletmcin. 

VJciiUM* Tribal and me a pobre Competitor 
Tbt ygoe vp into the Senate boHje. ■ 

Enter a Captain * ♦ 

Romaine? make way, the good Andronrcufy 
Patron of vertue, Romefrbctt Champion 2 
Succesfull in the bar rages that he fight cs, 

Y ith honour and with fortune isreturnd, 

From where he fircumfcnbed with his fwotd* - 
And brought to yoake thecncmies of Rome* 

Sound Drrntntti and Trumpets, and s hen enter two of 7itu§ 
fonnes.andthentvpowen bearing a C ojfin coker (dwtxh bkefathtu 
two other jonnetyt hen Titos A-ndrbmc* s and then Tamora /^e 
Qk-inc of Goths ut.dln rnojews, Chiron ana Demetrins> 
ytuh Aron the Morc+ind otkns y u mahy as can beyhtnfei downe 
J&c Cijfsrt, andTw&jpcaitfU 

A 3 Tit hi 



. yyetof^ci 



F/ounOi 



drier . 
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The mojl lamentable Trage dte 

Titus. Haile Rome, victorious in thy moumining weeds? 
Loe as the barkc that hath difehargd his fraught, 

Returncs with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firftfhe wayed her anchorage: 

Commeth Andromcus bound with Lawrell bowc% 

To rcfalutc his country with histeares, 

Tearcs oftrueioy for hisreturncto Rome, 

ThoU gyeat defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 

Romaines, of fiue and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Halfc of the number that kihg Priam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead ! 

T hefe that i uruiue, let Rome reward with louc : 



Thefe that I bring vntu their iateft home, 

With bu nail amongft their aunceftors. 

Heerc Gotheshauc giuenme leaue to (heath my fword, 
Tit ^ vnkindc, and carcles of thine ownc, 

Why fufferft thou thy fonnes vnburied yet. 

To houcr on the dreadfull ihorcof Stix? 

Make way to lay them by thejr brethcren. 



They open the Tomb e. 

There greetein filence as the dead arc wont, 

And fleepe in peace, (lainc in your Countries wanes : 
O facred receptacle of my icyes, 

Sweet Cell ofvertue and Nobilitic, 

How many fonnes ofmine haft thou in ftore, 

T hat thou wilt neucr render to me more ? 

Luciui* Giue ys the proudeft prifener ofthc Gothes, 1 
That we may hew hislimbes, and on a pile 
Ad manusfratrHm 9 Cactificchisfie(h : 

Before this earthyprifon of their bones* 

That fo the fhadowes be not vnapeafd. 

Nor wc diftur bd wi&h prodigies on earth. 



of fytus Andronicui. 

r Titus. Igiuehirtryou,thenoblcftthatfuru!ticf, : 
The cldeft fonne of his diflreffed Quecnc* 

Tamo. Stay Romaine brethren, gracious conquerer* 
Victorious Titus, rue the teares I (bed, 

" ^ mother stearcs in paftion for her fonne : 

And ifthy fonnes were euer dcerc to thee. 

Oh thinkc my fonnc A to be as deere to mce. 

Suftccth not that we are brough t to Rome 
To bcautifie thy triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake* 

Butmuft tny fonnes bcflaughtercd in theftreetc*, 

For valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 

Oifto fight for king and common wcale, 

Were piety in thine, it is in thefe : 

Andronicns ftainenot thy tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neerc the nature ofthc Gods i 
Draw necre them then in being mercifull . 
Sweetmercy is Nobiliciestrue badge. 

Thrice noble Titus (pare my firft borne fonne. 

Titus . Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon roe. 
Thefe are theirbrethre n, whome you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their bretkeren flame, 
Religioufly they askc a facrifice : 

To this your fonne is marktanddiehemuft, 

T'appeafe their groning fhadowes that are gone, 
r Lucius. Away with him and make a fire ftraight, 
And with our fvvords vpon a pilcofcvood. 

Let’s hew his limbes till they be deanc confumde 1 . 

Exit Titus formes with A/arbftf. 

Tam ora. O cruel 1 irreligious piety. 

Chiron . Was euer Scy thia halfe fo barbarous-? 
Demc. Oppofe tu t Scy thia to ambitious Rome* 

A !ar bus go.es to reft, and we funitae, 

** To tremble vnder Titus threading lcokc# 



T* J*s . 



The mojlldMCtttable Tr^edie 

Then Madam (land refolud, but hope withall. 

The felfe fame Gods that armde the Queciic of Troy 
With oportunitic of (harpe rcuenge 
VponthcThrficianTyrantinhis i ent, 

Mayfauour 7Vtf7<?rrftheQueene ofGothes, 

( WhenGothes were Goches, and T amor a, was Queenc) 

To quit Che bloody wrongsvponhcr foes. 

Enter the jortnes of An dr onic hi a£*>nf, 

Lucius, Sec Lord and father how wehaucpcrformd 
Our Romairtcrighcts, A Ur bus limbs arc lept, 
Andintralsfecde the facrififi ng fire, 

Whofc fmoke like incenfe doth perfumethc skic* 
Remained! nought but to interrcour brethereo, 

And with lowd larmm welcome them to Rome* 

Titus . Let it be fo, and 1 c t And* emeus 
Make this his latcit farewell to theyr foules* 

Sound tYumpets,a*dUjf the C off nint he Tomb* • 

In peace and honour reft you heere my fonnes, 

Romes readieft Champions, 1 epofc y ou here in reft, 

Secure from worldly, chaunces and miftiaps : 

Here lurks not rea/on, herenocnuiefvvels, 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here are no (formes* 
Nonoyfe,but filenceandcternall ft cepe, 

In peace and honour reft you heere my fonnes. 

Enter L amnia* 

Uuu In peace and honour, liue Lord Titus long, 

My noble Lord and Father liuein fame: 

Locat this Tombe m y tributarietcarcs, 

I render for my bretherens obfequics : 

And atthyfeetelknceJe, with tearcsofioy 
Shed on the carih tor thy returne to %eme, 

O biefleme heere with thy victorious hand, 
whofe fortunes R om*s beft Cmizcns appUulcL 
Taus, Kind %mty that haft thuslouingly referude 

The 



of Titus An &r omens'. 

The cord i all of mine age to glad my hart, 

Lauinia liue, outliuc thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames etemall date for vertuespraife. 

Marcus. Long liue Lord Titus, my beloued brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

Thus. Thankes gentle Tribune, noble brother Maycus 

M ay chs» And w dcome Nephews from fucceffull wars. 
You that fur uiuc, and you that fleepe in fame : 
fair e Lords your fortunes are alike in all, 

Thatin your Countries feruice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph is this funerall porape. 

That hath afpirde to Scions happines, 

And triumphs ouerchaunce in honorsbed. 

Titus Andronictts, the people of Rome, 

Whofefriendiniuftice thou haft cuer bene, 

Sendthecby mctheirTribune and their truft. 

This Palliamcnt o* white and fpotlefle hue, 

And name thee in ele&ion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late dcccafed Emperours fonnes : 

Be findidatus then, and put it on , 

And hclpctofet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus . A better head her glorious body fits, 

Then his, that (Lakes for age and feeblenes : 

What ftiould Id’on this robe and trouble you, 

Be chofen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeldvp rule, refignemy life. 

And fet abroad new bufinesforyou all. 

Rome 1 haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

And led my Countries ftrengthfuccesfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armcs, 

Inrjghtand feruice oftheir noble Countric : 

Giue me a ftaffe of Honourfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to controule the world, 

g Vpright 
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The moft lamentable T rage die 

Vpright he held itLords, that held itlaft. 

Marcus. Titus, thou (halt obtaine and askc the Emperic, 

Smut . Proud and ambitious Tribune canft thou tell? 

Tttus . Patience Prince Satuwinus. 

Satur. Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your fwords and llieath them not 
Till Saturnisms be Romes Emperour : 

An drome us would thou wert ftiipt to hell. 

Rather thenrobmeof the peoples harts# 

Lucius. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble minded Titus mcanes to thee. 

Tit us. Content thee Prince, I will reftore to thee 
The pcoplcsharts, and weanc them from thetnielues. 

Brifissn. Andronicus, I doe no t flatter thee? 

But honour thee, and will dotill I die s 
My faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy friend, 

I will moft thankfull be,and thanks to men 
Of noble mindcs, is honorable mcedc. 

Thus. People ofRome, and peoples Tribunes here, 

I askc your voyces and yetirfuffrages, 

Will you beftovv them friendly on Andronicuii 
Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andromcus 7 
And gratulate his fafe returne to T{ome, 

The people will accept whoroe he admits, 

Tttus ♦ Tribunes! thankc you, and this futclmakc, 
That you create your Emperour s eldeft fonne, 

Lord Saturnine , whofe vertucs will 1 hope, 
Rcflcftop^w as Tytans rayes on earth. 

And ripen iuftice in this common wcalc : 

Then ifyou will elett by my aduife, 

Crownchim, and fay, long Jiucour Empcrotir. 

Marcus. *An. With voyces and applaufc of cucry fort, 
Patricians and Plcbcans wc create 
Lord Saturutntti Romes great Emperour. 

Aid 
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o c Tim 4ndronicui' 

And favi ton line our Emperour Saturnine. , 

A Saturn. Tstus Andronicus t i or thy fouour s done, 

To vs in our eleft ion this day, 

I aiue the c thankes in part of thy deferts. 

And will with deeds requite thy gcntlcm 
And for an onfet Titus to aduance 
Thy name, and honorable f amilie, 

Lauirda will I make my Empreffc, 

Romei r oy all Miftris, Miftris of my hart. 

And in chefacrcd Pat ban her cfpoufe $ 

Tell me A*dromcus doth this motion pleafe thee? 

Titus ♦ It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match* 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grace# 

And heere in fight of Romc,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander ofourcommon wealc. 

The wide worlds Emperour, doc I confeoratc, 

My fword,my Chariot, and my prifoners, 

Prefcnts well worthy Promts impcriall Lord : 

Rccciuc them then, the tribute that I owe. 

Mine honours Enfigncs humbled at thy fcctc* 

Satur . Thankes noble Titus, Father of my life. 

How proud lam of thee, and of thy gifts 
RomeOtoW record, and when I do for get 
Thcleaftofthcfcvnfpeakablc defer ts, 

Romans forget your feal tic to me. 

Tttus . Now Madam arc youptifonertoan Emperour, 

To him that for your honour and your ftatc, 

Will vfe you nobly and your folio wers. 

Satur,. A gooiy Lady, truft me of the hue 
That I would cboofe, wcrcl tochoofe a new : 

Clecrt vpfairc Queenc that cloudy countenance. 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change ofchccre. 
Thou comft not to b c made a fcot nc in Rome: 

Princely fball be tby vfageeuery way. 

B 2 Reft 






7 be mofl lament able T fdge die 

Reft on my word, and let not difeontent 
Daunt all your hopes :Madame he c mfortsyou, 

Can make you greater then the Qucene of Got best 
Lauima you arc not difpleafd with this. 

Lauwia. Notlmy Lord, fich true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Satftr. Thankes fweete Lamma y Romans let vs goe, 
Raunforoles heere wc fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpc and Drum. 
Bxfitintis* Lord Titus by your leaue, this maid is mine, 
Titus. How fir, are you in carneft then my Lords? 

Bafsia. I noble and refolu’d withall. 

To doemyfdfethisreafoiiandthisright. 

Marcus. Smm euiquam is our R omane iuffice. 

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius. And that he will and (hall, if Luciuslmc. 

Thus. Traytors auaunt, where is the Empcroursgardf 
Treafon my Lord, Lautniai s furprifde. 

Saiur . Surpri fde, by whomc? 

Bafut. By hirnthatiufHy may 
Bearehis berrothd } from all the wcildaway# 

<s JMihvas. Brothers i.elpe toconuey her hence away. 
And with my fvvord Ilekeepethisdoorcfafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and lie foonc bring her back, 
Mutias. My Lord you paflenot heere, 

Titus. What villaine boy^batft me my way in Rome* 
filunus Helpe Lucius helpe* He kills him. 

Lucius, My Lord you arc vniuft, and more then To, 

In wtongfuli quarrcil you Jiaue flame your Tonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any Tonnes of mine. 

My Tonnes would neuer To difhonour me. 

Tray tor reftore Laumia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you w il l but not to be his wife, 

Thai is another s lawfull pronmlloue . - 

Sntcr 
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ofTimAndronicM] 

Enter aloft t be Emperour with Tamoraandher two 
found, and Aron the Moore. 

Emperour, No Turn, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 

Tie ttuft by leifure him that mocks me once, 

Thee neuer, nor thy tray t*:rous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine? Full well Androntcut 

y\<r r ee thcfedeeds.with that proud bragge of thine, 

That faidfl I begd the Empireat thy hands. 

Titus. O inonftrousa what reprochfull words £ re thelc. 

Satur. But goe thy w ay es, goegiue that changing pc ecc* 
To him that flourifiit for her with hi&fword : 

A valiant Tonne in law thou fhalc cnioy, 

One,fit to bandy with thy lawleffe Tonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common* wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razors tomy wounded hart* 

Sut-ut And therefore lonely Tam or a Quccnc of Gothes, 
That like the (lardy Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Dofl ouerfhine the gailant’ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will create thee Emperefleof Rome* 

Speak e QueeneofGothes doft thou applaud my choy fe? 
And heerel fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieft andholy water arefoncere, 

And tapersburne (o bright, and euery thing 
In readinesfor Hymemns ftand, 

I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or clime my Pailace ,til from forth this place, 

Head cfpoufdcmy Biide along with me. 

T Amor a. Andhecreinfighcof heauento Romclfwcare, 
If Satumtic aduancecheQiiceneofGotiies, 



The tnoft lamentable T ragedie 

She will a handmaid be to his defires, 

A lolling Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

Sat. Afcend faiteQueene,PantheanLords,accompany 
Your noble Emperour and his loudy Bride, 

Sent by the heaueni for P rince S aturtsine, 

Whofe wifdomehath her Fortuneconquered, 

There (hall we contaminate our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt omnts . 

Titus. I am not bid to waitc vpon thisBride, 

Tstut when wert thou wont to walkealone, 

Dilhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs? 

Enter Manus and T Hus formes. 

Marcus. O Titus fee ! O fee what thou haft done ! 

Ina bad quarrell flaine a vcrtuous fonne. 

Titus. Nofoolifh Tribune, no 5 No fonneofmine, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the decde, 

That hath dilhonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and vn worthy fonnes. 

Lucisst. But let rs giuc him buriall as becomes: 

Giue Mtttius buriall with our bretheten. 

Titus. Traytors away, he refts not in this tomb* j 
This monument fiue hundreth y eare» hath ftood, 

Which I haue fumptuoufly reedified s 
Heerenone but Souldiers and Romes Scruitors, 
Repofeinfaroc :None bafely flaine inbraules. 

Bury him where you canhecomes not Deere. 

Marcus . My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew tJMutsus deeds do pi ead tor him. 

He rauft be buried with his bretheren. 

Titus two formes fpeaket. 

And lhall,or him we will accompany'. 

Titus. And (hall! What villaine was it fpakethat word? 
Tin’ forme fpeaket • 

He that would vouch itia any place but heere. 

Titus. 



of Tim Andronicasl 

Titus What would you bury him in my dcfpight? 
Marcus . No noble Tit ms but intrcatofthec. 

To pardon Mutius % and to bury him. 

Titus- CMarcus, Eucn thou haft (broke vpon my creit* 
with thefe boycs mine honour thou haft wounded, 

My foes I doc repute you cuery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

3 .Sonne. He is not with himfelfc, let vs withdraWo 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother and the fonnes l^reele. 

{JMarettto Brother, for in thatnamc doth nature plead 
2*Sonne* Father, and in that name doth na tore fpcake. 
Titus. Speakethounomorcifall the reft will fpeede, 
iJMar* Renowned Titus more then halfe my foulc* 
turns. Deare Father, foule and fubflance cf vs aiU 
{Jllarc. Suffer thy brother CMaxcus to interre 
His noble nephew heere in venues neft, 

That died in honour and Lautnus caufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Grcekes vpon aduife did bury Aiax 
That flew hknfclfe t and wife fonne, . 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals: 

Let not young Mm tut then that was thy ioy, 

Be bard his entrance heere. 

7ir*r f Rile Marcus-, rife, 

The difroalft day is this that ere I faw, 

Tobediflhonortdby my fonnes in Rome. 9 
"Well bury him,andbury me the next. 

They fut him in the Tom be. 

Lucius } Therelic thy bones fwcet Mimus with thy friends 
Till w e with Trophecs do adorne thy tombe . 

They all kneel* and fay % 

No man fhed teares tor noble Muuus y 
He hues m fame that aide in vertues caufe. 



The moft lamentable Trage d ie 

Exit all but M arcus andTtt ut . 

Lftfarcns. My Lore! to ftep outofthefc dririe dumps, 

/ How comes it that the fubtilcQueene of £<?*/;*/, 

Isofa fodaine thus aduaned in Rome? 

7'ttuu 1 know not Marcus: but I know it is, 

( Whether by deuife or no) the hearten scan tell , 

Is fhe not then beholding to the man, 

Thatbrought her for this high good turnefo farre? 

Enter the Emperor y Tamoraandhsr two fonnes^with the Afoore 
atonedoore. ' Enter *t the other doore Bafsianus and 
Lamm a with others. 

Saturn. So Bafsidnus, you h auc plaid your prize, 

God giue you ioy fir of your gallant Bride* 

'Bafsi. And you of yours my Lord.l fay no more, 

Nor wifh noleffe, and fo 1 take my leaue. 

Satur. Traycor,ifRomehauelaw,oc wchauepowcr f 

Thou and thy faftion fhall repent this Rape. 

Ba/sta . Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafe my owne, 

My true betrothed ioue, and now my wife* 

But let the lawesofRome determine all, 

Meane while lam poffeft of that is mine. 

S:\tur. Tis good fir, you are very Ihort withvs. 

But if we line wcele beas fharpe with you. 

B afiian. My Lord, what I ha tie done as bed 1 may, 
Anfwere I rnuft, and fhall do with my life, 

Onel y thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Titus hecre. 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 

That in therefeue ofL amnia. 

With his owne hand did flay his ycungeft fonne. 

In zeale to you,and highly mou’d to wrath* 



of Titus An honicub 

To be contrould in that he frankely gauc, 

Rcccauc him then to fauour Saturn we, 

That hath expreft himfclfe in all his deedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Titus. Prince r Ba[sianut leaue to plead my deeds, 

Tis thou, and thofc, that hauc diflionoured me, 

Rome and the righteoui heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue loud and honoured Saturnine. 

Tamora, My worthy Lord if cuer Tamera, 

Were gracious in thofc princely cyesofthino* 

Then hcarc me fpcake indifferently for all: 

And at my fate ( fweetc) pardon what is paft. 

Satur* What Madam , be diflionoured openly, 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamora ♦ Not fo my Lord, the Gods ofRorae forfend 
I ihotfld be Author todiflhonour you. 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake, 

Forgood Lord TV#/ innocence in all : 

Whofcfury not diflcroblcd fpeakes his griefes : 

Then at my futc lookc gracioufly on him, 

Loofc not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, 

Nor with fowre lookes afflifl his gentle heart. 

My Lord, be ruld by me, be wonne at laft, 

Diflemble all your griefes and difeontents, 

You arc but newly planted in your Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 

V pon a iufl furuay take Tttus part* 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yccld at intreats, and then let me alone 
lie finde a day to maffacre them all. 

And race their fa&ion and their familic. 

The cruell Father, and his traytrousfennes, 

Tow home 1 fyed for my decrefonnes life* 

C. And 
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And make them know what tis to let a Queens 

Aneclein the flreetes, and beg for grace in vainc* 

/ Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come Aadromcttt ) 

\ Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 

Thatdiesinumpcftofthy angry frowne. 

King, RifeTif**,rife,my Emprefle hath prcuaildt 
Titus, Ithanfceyour mai eftie, and her ir.y Lord. 

Thefe words, thefe lookes, infufc new life in me# 

Tamara* Thus I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And irAiftaduife the Emperour for hbgood. 

This day all quarrels die Andromcufj 
And lent heroine honour gaud mv Lord, 

Thatlhaue reconcil’d your friends and yon. 

For you Prince Bafsianus, I hauepaft 
Aly vv ord and promife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more mftde and tra&able* 

Andfeare not Lords rand you L amnia, 

By my aduifeall humbled on your knees. 

You (hall aske pardon of his Maidlie. 

Alh Wedos,and vow to heauen, and to his highnes, 
That what we did, was mildly as we might, 

T endring our fillers honour and our o wne. 

CMarc. That on mine honour heere I do proteft. 

K:ng, Away and ealke not, trouble vs no more. 
T<?»?^*Nay,nay,fweet limrerour, we mull all be friends 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneelcfor grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King,- M arcus % for thy Lke and thy brothers heere, 

And at my lonely T amor as intreacs, 

1 doe remit thefe young mens haynous faults, 

Stand vp : Laaii Ai* though you left me like a churle, 

I found a friend 5 and fure as death 1 (wore, 

I would norpartaBatehilcrfrom theprieft. 

Come, 
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CoBie,ifthe Ensperourscourt canfcafttwoBridcs; 

You are my gueft Lauinitt) and your friends : 

This day ftiallbe a lone-day Tamora. 

Titus. Tomorrow and ltpleafeyourMaiefhe, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, ,, 

With home and hound, wcele giue your grace bon lour, 
Saturn. Be it fo Turn, and grsmercy to. Exeunt 

found Trumpe ts^mane t Moore . 

Aron, Now climeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of Fortunes (hot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of thundersjcrackeor lightning flafli, 

Aduanc'd abeueffelc enuies threatning reach, 

As when the gold en funne falutes the mornc. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with bis bearoes. 

Gallops the Zodiacke in his glift^ringcoach, 

And ouer-lookcs the higheft picring hills. 



S oTamora. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waitc. 

And vertueftoopesand trembles at her frownc# 
Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thou in triumph long 
Haft prifoner held,fettrcd in amorous chaines, 

And falter bound to Arons charming eyes, 

Then is Promct heu* tide to C/.ucafus. 

Away withflauifla weedes and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and fihinc in pearle and gold, 

To waite vpon this new made Emperefte ♦ 

To wake fa^ I? to wanton with this Quecne, 

T his GoddefTe, this Scmerimis, this Quecne, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine, 
And fee his fiiipwrackc,3nd his Common- weaies. 
Hollo, what ftorme is this 

Enter (fhironand Demetrius Irau&g. 



D;7K€t. 






The mofl lamentable T rdgedie 

„‘:mer, Chinn thy y ere* want* wit, thy wit want* edge 
Vnd manners to intrude where I am grac d, 

And may for ought thou knoweft affe&cd be. 

Chiron, Demstr%us % thou dooft ouerwccnc in all, 
\Andfoin this, to bearc me downs with braucs, 

Tis not the difference of a y ere orewo 
Makes me lefle gracious, or thcc more fortunate s 
I am as able, and as fit asthou, 

To feme, and to deferue my Miftris grace, 

And that my fword vponthee dull approue, 

And plead my paffions for Lammas loue. 

Moore Clubs, clubs, thcfeloucrswillnot keepthepeacc. 
c Deme . Why boy, although our mother (vnaauizd) 

Gaue you a daunfing rapier by your fidc^ 

Are you fo defprat grownc to threat yout friends?* 

Goe too ; hauc your lath glued within your (heath. 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chiron . Mcane while fir, with the little skill I haue. 

Full well (halt thou pcrcciue how much I dare. 

Demet. I boy, grow ye fo braue* they draw . 

Aeon . Why how now Lords ? 

So ncerc the Empcrours pallace dare you draw , 

And maintaincfuch a quarscjl openly \ 

Full well 1 wote,the ground ofall this grudge, 

1 would not for a million cf gold, 

The caufe were knowne to them it moQ concern c$* 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fodifoonoredin the Court of Rome. 

For (hameputvp. 

Demit. Not 1, till I haucfheathd 
My rapier in his bofome.and withall 
Thrtm thefcreprochfull fpecches downe his throat, 

That hchathbrcathd in my dishonour he ere, 

Chiron* For that I am prepaid, and full refolude, 

Fouk 
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Foule fpolcen Coward, that thundreft with «hy tonga V 
And with thy weapon nothing durft perform*. 

Mtort. Aw ay I fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike (jothet adore* 

This petty brabble will vndoo y s all : 

Why Lords, and thinke you not how dangerous 
It is to iet vpon a Princes right ? 

What is LdHtn'ta then become foloofe* 

Or BafstAnm fo degenerate, 

That for her loue fuch quarrels may be broeht^ 

Without confroiileroent,iu{ficc, or reuenge? 

YoungLords beware, andfhould the Emprcflc know, 
Thisdifcords ground, the mufickc would not plcafc* 

Chiron . I care not I, knew foe and all the i*>rld, 
IloueI»4«iW4 more then all the world. (choift 

‘Demet, Youngling learne thou Co make fome meaner 
UninU is thine elder brothers hope. 

Moore . Why arcyemad ? or know ycnotinRomc, 

How furious and impatient they be. 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

Ittllyou Lords,you doc but plot y our deaths. 

By this deuife. 

Cbtron. Aron, A theufand deaths would lpropofc, 
Toatchieueher whomel do loue. 

Aron , To atchieue her, how ? 

Demetri, Why,makcs thou it fo ftrange? 

Shccis a woman, therefore may be woo’d, 

Shcc is a woman, therefore may be wonne, 

Shcc is Lan'mia therefore muff be lou’d. 

Whatman, more water glideth by themill 
Then wots the Miller of, and eafic it is, 

Ofacutloafcto ficalea fhiuc wcknow : 

Though BtifsianHs be thcEnaperours brother, 

Better then he banc worn calcars badge. 

G 3 Moore 
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7 be mo [l lamentable Tragedie 

/Moore. I> and as good as Saturnine may. 

A Demet. Then why Ihould he difpaire that knowes to 
/ With words, fairelookes, and liberality? (courtk 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 

^ And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ? 

Moore Why then it fieemes fomccertaine fnatch or fo. 
Would ferue your turncs. 

Chiron* I fo the turne wereferued# 
fDemet. Aron thou haft hit it* 

Moore . Would ycu had hitittoo, 

Then Ihould not we be tirdc with thisadoo* 

Why harkeyec,harkeyee^ and are you fuch fooles. 

To fquarc for this ? would it offend you then 
That both fhould fpcede? 

Chiron. Faith not me. 

Demet. Norme,fol wercone. 

Aron* For fhame befriends, and ioync for that you iar, 
Tis pollicie and ftratagemc muft doe 
That you affeft, and fo muft you rcfoluc, 

That what you cannot as you would atchieue. 

You mHft perforce accomplilh as you may : 

Take this of me, Lucrccc wa s not more chaft 

Then this Lauinsa, 'BafstanUs loue. j 

Afpeedier courfethislingtinglanguifhment 

Muft we pet fue, and I haue found the path : 

My Lords, a foiemne hunting is in hand. 

There will the leucly Roman Ladies troope : 

Theforrcft walkcs are wide and fpacious. 

And many vnfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kindc for rape and villanie : 

Single you r hither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrilce her home By force if not by words, 

T his way or not at all , (land you in hope. 

Come? come, our Ercpreftc with her facred wit 

To 



of Titus Anironicus] 

Tovillanicand vengeance confecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend. 

And fhe fliall file our engines with aduife, 

That will not fuffer you to fquarc your fellies, 
Buttoyourwilhes height aduanccyou both. 

The Emperours court is like the houfe of fame, 
Thepallacefulloftongucs,ofcyes, ofcares: 

The woodsareruthles,dreadfull,deafe, and dull : 

There fpeakej andftrikebraucboyes,andtakeyour turnes* 
There ferue your luff, /hadovvedfrom heauens eye. 

And reuell in havinuts treafuric. 

[Chiron. Thy counfelllad fmellsof nocowardife. 

Demet* Stt fat dint nefas, till I finde the ftreame, 

To coole this heat, a charme to calme their fits. 

?tr$ti&ia y ptr manes father* Exeunt* ; 




Enter Titus Andronicus^«d his three fomet? making 
a noyfe Kith hounds and hornet, 

Titus. Thehuntis vp,themornc is bright and gray. 

The fields are fragrant, and the woods arc greenc, 
Yncouple heere, and let vs m3 Ice a bay. 

And wake the Emperour, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peale. 

That all the court may eccho with the noyfe# 

Sonnesletit be your charge, as it is ours. 

To attend the Emperoursperfon carefully : 
Ihaucbenetroublcd in my fleepethisnighf, 

But dawning day new comfort hath infpirde. 

Heere a cry of.houndes y and winde hornes in a peale , then enter 
Sa!urninus t Tamora* 'Batfianus Lauinia , Chiron.Dc - 
metuus^and their Attendants. 

Titus. Many good monovvestoyourmaiefiie. 

Madam to you as many and as good . 

Iprcmifedyour Grace, a Hunter* peale, 

Satur* 
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SAtunint. And you haue r un g it loftily my Lords, 
Somewhat toearly for new married Ladies, 

/ Bahia. Ldumu, how fay you ^ .(more; 

LattiniA. lfayno:I haue bene broad awake two houres& 
v Satur. Come on then, horfe and Chariots let v* haue. 
And to our fport: Madam, now fliall yc fee* 

Our Rotnaine hunting. 

Match j. Ihauedoggtmy Lord, 

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft promontary top* 

Tit hi * And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowcs ore the plain** 
Dime 4 Chiron we hunt not we,with horfe nor hound 
But hope to pluckc ajdainty Doc to ground* Sxcnntt 
Enter Aron Mine . 

Moore. He that had wit would thinkc that I had none, 
To bury fo much gold vndcr a tree, 

And^acucr after to inherit* it. 

Let him that thinks of me foabie&ly* 

Know that this gold mud comca ftratagetnei 
Which cunningly effetted, wjII beget 
A very excellent peccc of vill any : 

Andforepofefwect gold for their vnreft. 

That hauctheir alraes out of the Empreffc Cheft. 

Enter Tamora alone to the tjMoore* 

T amor a. My loucly Aron, wherefore look’ft thoufad* 
When euery thing doth make a glcefull boaft ? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery bufli. 

The Snake lies rolled in the chcarcfull funne, 

The greencleaues quiuer with the cooling windc. 

And make a checkerd ihadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet flhade, Aron let vs (it, 

Andwhilft thebabling Ecchoe mocks thchounds* 
Replying fhtilly to the \ycll tun'd homes, 



e'Tim An dronkm, 

Asif a double hunt were heard at once, 

Letvsfitdowneandmarketheiryellowingnoyfe : 

And after conflifl fuch as was feppofdc 
The wandringPrince and Dido o cc enioyed. 

When with a happy fiorme they were furprifde, 

And curtaiod with a counfail e-keeping Caue, 

Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 
(Ourpaftimcsdone) poflefTe a golden {lumber, 

Whiles hounds and homeland fweet melodious birds 
Be vnro v> as is aNurfesfong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe afleepe* 

Aron * Madame, the ugh farms gouerne your deurcs* 
SatnrTie is dominator ouer mine : 

W hat fignific s my deadly (landing eye, 

My fileiue,and my cloudy melancholic, 

M\ fleece of Woolly haire that now YncurleSj 
tuen as an Adder when flic doth vnrowle 
To do fomefttall execution ? 

No Madam, the! e are no vcneriall fignes. 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and reueogc are hammering in my head* 

H arke Tamora the Emprefle of my loule. 

Which ncuer hopes more hcauen then refl sin thee:, 

T his is the day of doomc for Bafsianus, 

His Ekt’omel muft loofe her tongue to day, 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her ebaftiry, 

And wafii their hands m A affi anus blood, 

Sceit thou this letter, take it vpl pray thee, 

Andgiue the King thisfjtall plottt d fcrowle, 

Now queftion me no n nrc wc are cfpicd, 

Heerecomesa parcell of our hopefull booty, 

Which dreads not yet their liues deftrufhon* 

Sntet Baflianus^^ Lauiriia 
Tamora4 Ahmyfwcetc ^^fwcetertomethenlife 

D Moore 
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; Moore . No more greatEmprcffe, 'BafstAW comes, 
erode with him, and lie goe fetch thy fonnes 
Tobackcthy quarrcll what foere they be* 

Bs[iuu Who haue we hcerc? Romes royall Emprcffe* 
s Vnfurniflitofour wcllbefeemingtroopc \ 

Oris it Dim habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groucs, 

To fee thcgcncrall hunting in thisForreffc 
Tumor a* Sawcie controuler of our priuatc fleps, 

Had I the power^that feme fay Dian had, 

Thy temples fhould be planted prefcntly, 

With hot lies as was Acleons y and the hounds, 

Sboulddriue vponhisnew transformed limbcs* 
Vnmanncrlv intruderas thou art. 

Lauiwa. Vnder your patience gentle Empreffe, 

Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in homing, 

And to be doubted that your A/w^and you. 

Are fingled forth to try experiments : 

lone fhield your husband from his hounds to day* 

T is pitty they (ho ddtakehimfera Stag* 

Baf start. BeUcuemc Qucene y ourfwarty Cynxrion, 
Doth make your honour ofhis bodies hue, 

Spotted, detefted,and abhominable. 

Why areyoufequeftred from all your train? ? 
Dinnoumedfroru your fnow white goodly fteed. 

And wandred hither to an obfcureplot, 

Accompanied with a barbarous Moore , 

IHoule defirc had nor condi fled you ? 

L&utnia, And being intercepted in your fport,. 

Great reafon that my noble Lord be rated 
For faulines, I pray you let vs hence, 

And let her toy herRauen cu’.lourcd loirc> 

This valley fitsthepurpofe palling well* 

BtftiAo The Iungmy brother fliallfuuenoticeofrhis. 

Lanin* 
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ZMtnU I.forthefe flip* haue m»de him noted k>ng^ 

Good King tobefomigheilyabufed. . 

Queitie, Why I ha ue patienceto endureall this, 

Enttr Chiron a*d r Dtmttrin'. 

Dent. How now deerefoueraigne& our gracious mother 
Why doth your Higbnes looke fopalc and wan# 
gneene. Hauelnotreafonthinkeyou to looke pale 
Thefe two haue tyced me hither to this place, 

A barren,detefted vale you fecit is, 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leane, 

Orecome with moffeand balefullMifTelto. 

Heere neuer Ihincs the Sunne>hecre nothingbreed** 
VnlelTe the nightly O wle or fa tall Rauen t 
And when they fhowdme this abhorred pit. 

They told me hecreat dead time of the night, 

A thotifandfeinds, a thoufand hiffingfnakes, 

Tenthoufand fwelling toades.as many vrehins, 

Would makefuchftarefull and confufed cries, 

As any moitall body hearing it 

Should ftraitc fall mad, or elfe die fuddainelyJ 

Nofoonerhadthey told this hcllifh tale, 

But flrait they told me they would bindetne hcerc, 

Vnto the body ofadiftnall Ewe, 

And leaue me to this miferablc death* 

And then they calldme foule adultercfle, 

Lafciuious Goth, and all the bittercfl tearmes, 

That euercare did heart to fuch eff eft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come* 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 

Orbe yenot henceforth caldmy children. 

Demet. This is a witnes that I are thyfonne. fiab him, 
Chiron ♦ And this for meftrook home tofhew my ftrength 
Luting 1 come Scmeramis 5 nay Bar berousTaraora. 

D 2 ~ For 
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% or no name fits thy nature but thy ownc. 

. T amor a. Giueme thy pony ard, you fhal know my boyes 
Your inoffar* hand fliall right yourmothers wrong. 
Demer. Seay Madam ,heere is more belongsto her, 

Eirft thrafh the corn?, thenafter burne the ftraw ; 

This minion flood vpon htrchafhcy* 

V pou hrrNupriall vow,her loyakie. 

And with that paii ted hope, brauesyourmightines, 

And ill all fhecarrv this Vnto her graue? 

Chiron. Andif Ihedoe, I would I wereanEueaukc, 
Drag hence her husband tofomefccrcth de, 

And inakehti dead trtmke pillow to our luft. 

Tamara. But when ye haue the honny wc defire. 

Let not this wafpeout-liuevs b th to fling. 

£htron. Iwarraht you Madam we will make that fure* 
Come miflris, now perforce we will enioy, 

*T hat nice preferued honeflic of yours. 

Lauma. Oh Tdaw^thou beareft a womans face. 

Tam or a'. I will not heare her fpeake, aw ay with her. 
Lawk*. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me bur a word. 
Dcmet . Liflenfaire Madam, let it be your glory 
To fee her tearcs, butbeyourharfto them 
As vnrelenting flint to drops of raine. 

Lauima* When did theTigers young ones teach the dam? 
O doc not learne her wrath, fhc ta tight it thee, 

The tcilke thou fuckflfrom her did turneto Marble, 

Eucn a t thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny, 

Ycteuery Mother breeds not fonnes alike, 

^Dothou intreat her fhew a woman pitty* (baflard 

£ Viren . What wouldft thou haueme prouemy felfea 
L wnia ♦ Tis truc,thc Rauen doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yer haucl heard, Oh could IfindeiC now, 

The I ion moued with pitty , did indure 
To hauchs princely pawespardc all away. 

Some 



of Tim Andronicui* 

- me faV that Rauens fofter forlorne children. 

Tie whll ft their owne birdsfamilhin their neft* s 

0 h beto methough thy hard 1 hart &y no, 

T luiria , Ohletoieteachtheeformyfathersfafce 

Thauaue theelife when well he might haueflaine th«, 
n nnrnbdurajtc, open thy deafeeares. 

Bt Tam ora. Hadft thou in perfon net* oftended me, 

Fuenfor hisfakeam 1 pittileile. 

And with thineownehands kill tnemlhispUce, 

For tis not life thatl hauc begd ft> long, 

Pnot e 1 was (laine didc. 

Tamora, What Begftthou then? fond woman let me goe? 
Lauini* Tis prefent death 1 beg, and one thing more, 

That womanhoed denies my tongue ,o tell, 

Ohktepeme frem their worfe then killingluft, 

And tumble me into feme loathfornc pit. 

Where neuet maps eye may behold my body. 

Doe this and be a chai liable murderer. . _ 

Tamora. So fhouldl rob my fweet fonnes of their f«, 

No.let them fatiffie their lull on thee, 

Hemet. A way,for thou haft ftaid vs heere too long. 
Lamm*. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaftly cieature, 
The blot and e„e°my to our general! name, d 

C °Cbtrl T Nay then Tie flop your mouth,biin g then her 
!T his is the hole where Aron bid vshidchim. A mr* 

D 3 * 
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Tarhora* 'Farewell my fonnes fee that you make berfuge, 
Nerelet my hart know merry cheere indeed. 

Till all the Adronicti be made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy loucly Moore, 

And let my fpleenefull fonnes this Trull defloure* 

Enter Aron with two of Titus fonnes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will 1 bring you to the lothforaepit, 

Where I cfpicd the Panther faft afleepe# 

Quintus. My fight is very dull what ere it bodes# 
tJMart' And mine I promife you, wereitnot for ftatne. 
Well could I leaue our fport to fleepea while# 

Quits. Whatartthou fallen? whatfubtile hole is this, 
Whofe mouth is coucrcd with rude growing briers, 

Vpon whofc lcaues are drops of newfhed blood. 

As frefh asmorning s dc w difhld on flowers, 

A very fatal! place it feeraes to me, 

Spcakc brother haft thou hurtthcewith thc falli 
Marti* Oh brother, withthe difmalft obieft. 

That cuer eye with fight made hart lament# 

Aron. Now will I fetch the King to findc them hccrc,' 
That he thereby may hauc a likely geffe. 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti 4 Whydoft not comfort me and h cl pe me out, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint. I am furprifed with an vneouth fearc, 

A chilling fwcat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fufpetts more then mine eie can fee. 

Mart. Fo prouethou haft a true diuining hart# 

Aron and thou looke downe into this den, 

Andfccafearcfull fight of blood and death# 

Quint. -^/tf»isgone,andmycompaflionatchvt, 

Willnot permitminc eyes once to behold. 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife a 

Oh 
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Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 

Was I a child, to feare I know not what. 

Martins. Lord Baftisnus lies embrewed hcecc, 

All on a heape like to a flaughtre d Lambe, 

In this detefted darkeblcoddrinkingpit. 

Q.htus\ Ifit bedarke how dooft thoji kr,«w us he? 
Marlins. Vpon his bloody finger be doth weare 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fomemonuroent, 

Doth ihinevponihc dead roans earthly cheikes, 

And (hewes the ragged intrailes of this pit s 
Sc- pale did ftiinc the Moone on Piramus, 

When he by night lay bs th’d in Maiden blood, 

0 brother h< lpe me with thy fainting hand. 

If fcarc hath made thee faint, as mee it hath, 

Omot this fell dcuouring receptacle, 

As hat*. full as Ocuhs miftiercouth. 

gum. Reach roe thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
Orwanting ftrength to doe thee to much good, 

1 may be pluck t in to the {wallowing w ombe, 

Ofthis deepe pit, poore Baft fauns graue : 

1 haue no ftrength to pi uc k« thee to the brink. 
CMtruttuNot 1 no ftrength to clime without thy help^ 
Quin. Thy handorrre more, I will natloofcagajnc, 
Till thou art heere aloft, or 1 below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee« 

Enter the Erxpcrour, Aronthe Moore, 

Satur. Along with me, 1 le fee what hoi eishecre. 

And what he is that now is leapt into it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didft defeend., 
lntothisgapinghollow ofthe earths’ 

Martins, The vnhappie fonneofold Ar,aronicns r 
Erougluhitherin amolt vnluckic houre, 

T-o> 




The wofl lame >n able T r age die 

Tofindethy bro.her'#*/ /,»«»* dead. 

Saturmn. My brother dead, 1 know thou doit but left, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the north fide of thi> pleafant chafe, 
v Tisnotanhoure fined left him there. 

<JMart % Weknovy not where you left them all aliuc, 

But out alas, heere haue we found him dead* 

Enter A dromcuiandLu^us. 

Tamora. Where i« my Lord the King * , 

King. Here Tamora , though grieud with killing griefe. 
Tamora. Where is thy broti er Bafsianusl 
Kina* N ow to the bo ttome doft tnou fearch my wound, 
Poor cTafianm heere lies murthered* 

Tamora, Then all toolate I bring this fatal writ* 
Thecomplot of this timcles Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly thatmans face can fold, 
lnpleafing fmiles fuch murderous tyrannic* 

Sbegiueth S anytime a Letter. 

Satuminus reads the Letter . 

Andifwemiffe to meete him hanfmelyy 
Sweet bnntfmanftafiianus ti$ we mcane, 

D*e thou fo much as dig the grata for him , 

Thou l$nowji our meaning looks for thy reward. 

Anong the nettles at the Elder tree , 

Which ouer-(hades the mouth of that fame pi t y 
Where we decreed to bury Baffianus* 

Doe this and purchajevs thy Ufttngfr tends. 

Kmg. Oh T amor a was eu er heard the like ? 

This is the pit,and this the elder tree, 

Looks firs ifyou canfinde the huiufman out. 

That fhould, haue murthered Xafsianus heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of gold# 

King 
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TwooftHy’vvhelpeSjfell curs of bloody kind 
JlauV heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vneo the prifon, 

Theielet them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Some neuer heard-of tortering paine for them* 

T amor a. What arc they in this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
How eafily murder is difeouered ? 

Tttus. High Eropcrour vpon my feeble knee, 

I be<* this boone, with tcares not lightly fhed. 

That this fell fault cfmy accurfed fonnes, 

Accurfcd, if the faults be proud in them* 

King, ffitbeprou’de! youfecitisapparant, 

\frho found this letter, Tainora w as it you? 

Tamora. Andromcus himfclfe did take it vp. 

Titus. I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 

For by my Fathers rcuerent tombe I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnes w ill. 

To aunfwcre their fufpition with their liues* 

King* Thou fhalt not baile them, fee thou follow me# 
Some bring the murthcred body, foroe the murtherers. 

Let them not fpeakc a word the guilt is plaine, 

For by my foule, were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed* 

Tamora. Andromcus ] wil entreat theKing, 

Fcare not thy fonnes, theyfhnlldo well enough* 

Tttus. Come Lucius come, flay not to talke with them. 
Enter the Empreffc fonnes , with Lauinia y her hands cut off 
and her tongue cut out , and rauifht * 

Lemet. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake, 
Who twas that cut chy tongue and rauiibt thee. 

Chiron. Write downe thy minde, bewray chy meaning fo, 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play theferibe. 

Demet. See how with fignes and tokens flhc can fcrowJe. 
Chiron* Goc home, call for fwcet water, walhth y hands. 

L D^met. 



The mojl lamentable T rage die 

Deme, She hath no tongue tocall,nor hands to wadi, 
And fo lets leaueher to her filent walkes. 

Chiron, And twere my caufc.I Ihould goe hang my felfe. 

Dcmet.lf thou hadft hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 

Enter Ad arcus from bunting. 

Who is this my Neecc that flics away fo faftl 
Cofen a word,' where is your husband ? 

Ifldodreame would all my wealth would wake me, 

If I doc wake, fome Planet ftrikemedowne. 

That I may {lumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Ncece, what fterne vngentle hands, 
Hathloptandhewd,and made thy body bare. 

Of her two branches, thofefvveet ornaments 
Whofe circling fhadowes, Kings hauc fought to fleepe in, ^ 
And might not gaine fo great a happines 
Ashalfethy loucj Whydooft not fpeake tome 2 
Alas, a crimfon riuer of warme blood, 
Liketoabublingfountaineftird with winde. 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy honny breath# 

Butfure (omc Terms hath deflou red thee. 

And leaft thou {houldft detett them, cut thy tongac. 

Ah now thou turnfta way thy face for fhanae. 

And notwithftanding all this Ioffe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their ifliiing fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekcs looke red as T nans face, 

Blufihing tobcencountred with a clowde. 

Shall lfpeake for thee, fh all I fay tisfo. ? 

Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the bead. 

That I might raile at him Co cafe my minde# 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt. 

Doth burnc the hart to cinders w here itis# 

Faire PhtlomdU fhe but loft her tongue, 

Andin a tedious fampler fowed her minde* 




of Tim Andromcusl 

Butlouely Ncece, that mcane is cut from thec; 

A craftier Tereus haft thou met, 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, 

That could haue better (owed then Philomel . 

Oh had the monfter fcenc thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpenleauesvpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kiffe them. 

He would not then haue touche them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heau^nly Harmony, 

Which that f veet tongue hath made : 

H* would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets fcete# 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde. 

For fucha fight will bhndea fathers eye# 

One hourcs liorme will drowne the fragrantmeades, 

Whai will wholcmonthsofteausthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw bac kc,for we will mourne with thee. 

Oh could our reourningeafe thy imfery. Exeunt 

Enter the I fidget and Senatourt with Titus twofonnes bound % 
faffing on the Stage to ihe place of execution, and Tit its going be* 
fort pleading* 

T it us. Heare roc grauefathers, noble Tribunes flay, 

For pitty of mine a ge, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warrc>, whilft you ft ccrtly flept. 

For ail my blood in Romes great quarrell ftied, 

For all the frofty nights t hut 1 haue watebt, 

And for tht(e bitter tea) es, w Inch no v you fee, 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekcs. 

Be pittifull to my condenmt d Sonnes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupte d as tis thought. 

For two and twenty Tonnes I neuer wept, 

Btcaufethey died in honours lofty bed. 

Aadrotttcm lycth downe^and the Judges paffe bj him. 

£ 2 For 
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7 'be inofl lamentable TrAgtdic 

FortTicfc, Tribune^ in tht duftl write 

My harts deepe languor* and my foules fad teares .• 

Let my teares ftanen the earths dric appetite. 

My fonnes fweet blood, will make it fhamc and blu/h : 

O earth, I will befriend thtemore with raine 
That (hall diftillfrom thefe twoaticient ruines, 

Then youfhfull Aprill /hall with all his flhowres. 

In Summcr^drought, lie drop vpon thee ftill, 

In Winter with warmc teares lie melt the fnow* 

And kcepe eternall fpring time on thy face, 

So thourefufeto drinkc my decre fonnes blood; 

Enter Lucius , with his weapon dr awne» 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

V nbinde my fonnes, reuerfe the doome of deaths 
And let me fay (chat neuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailing Oratouis* 

Lucius . Oh noble father youlament in vaine. 

The Tribunes hcarcyou not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowestoaftone* 

Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribune more I intrrat ofyou. 

Lucius, My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you fpeak* 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey didheare 
They would not matke me, or if they did inarke, 
Allbootlcflevntothera* 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the (loner. 

Who thoughthey cannot anfwere my diftreffe, 

Yet in (omefort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my talc : 

When I doe we*pe,they humbly at my fecte, 

Receiuc my teares, and feeme to weepe with me, 

And were they but attired in graue weedcs, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe « 



ofTimAnfoomcui] 

A (lone is fofc as mxcJTribuncs more hard then tones ? 

A tone is lilent, and oftendeth net, , . 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death. 

But wherefore tondrt thou with thy weapon drawne? 

Lucius* Torefcue my two brothers from their death, 

For which attempt theludges haue pronounft 

Myeucrlaftingdoomeofbanifliment. 

Thus. O happy man, they hauebefricndcdthec. 

Why foolifh Lucius, doft thou not perceaue 
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers ? 

Timers mufl prey, ar.d Rome affords no prcf 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then. 

From thefe deuourers to be bamihed? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus hcerc. 

Enter Ai arcus and Launta. 

<_Marc*i. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 

Or ifnotfo, thy noble heart to breake s 

I brin ff con fuming forrow to thine age. 

Titus. Will itconfumeme? Let mefceit then, 
xJMatc. This was thy daughter, 

Titus. Why Marcus fo fhe is. 

Lucius. Ayeme, this obic<ft kils me. 

Titus-. Faint-harted boy,arife and looke vpon her, 
Speakei«#i#w,w hat accurfed hand, 

liath made thee handleflein thy FathcrsfightJ 

What foole hath added water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy ? 

My griefe was at the height before thou catnft, 

And°now like Nytifs it difdaineth bounds : 

Giue me a fword lie chop off my hands too. 

For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vaine : 

Andthey haue nurd this woe.infeedinglifet 
In boo-elefle prayer haue they bene held vp, 

Andthey h«ue feru’dme to effctfrlefle vie, 

L 3 Now 
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Now all theferuicelrcquireofthcm. 

Is rhat th cone will hclpe Co cut the other? 

Ti * w dl Lzuin'a that thou haft no hands. 

For hands to do Rome feruice,is but V3ine. 

- Lucius ♦ Speakcgcrtlefifterwhohath marterd thee $ 

UMarcus. O that delightful 1 engine ©flier thoughts. 

That blabd them with fuch pleafing eloquence, 

I' Corne from forth that pretty hollow cage* 

Where like a fweet mellodicus bird it fung. 

Sweet vaiicd notesinchauntiog euery eare. 

Lucius . Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
iJMarc. On thus I found her ftraymgin thcPaike, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
* That hath receaude fr>me vnrecuting wound. 

Titus. It was my Dearc, and he that wounded her> 
Hath hurrmemore then had hekild oie dead: 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuironci with a wilderres of Sea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waueby waue, 
Fxpr&mgcuer whenfomeem lousfurge, 

Will in his brinifh bowels fwalJow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 
Heereftandsmy otherfonncjabanifhcinan, 

And heeremy brotherweepingatmy wots , 

Btitchat which giues my foule the greateft fpurne, 

Is deere Lauma, deeier then my foule. 

Had 1 butfeenethy pi£f urcin thisplight, 

Itwould haue madded me : what lhali 1 doe, 

Nowe I beholdc ihy liuely body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterd thee: 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemnde,and deadby this. 

Looke Mar ah fppne Lucius looke on her, 

Whe* 
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When I did name her brothers, then frefh teares 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, , 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered . (husband, 

CMan. Perchance lhe weepes bccaufe they her 

Perchance becaufc Che knowes him innocent* 

Titus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioy mil, 
Becaufethclaw hath tane rctiengc on them. 

No, no, they would not do£ fo foule 'a deede, 

Witnes the forrow that their After makes. 

Gentle Lduima let me kifle thy lips, 
Ormakefomefignehow I may do theeeafe: 

Shall thy good Vnde, and thy brother Lncifft, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Founcaine, 

Looking all downewards tobehold our cheekea 
How they areftaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmiery flime left on them by a flood? 

And in the Fountaioe fhall we gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh taftc be taken from that cleerenes, 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or fhall wc bite our tongues,and in dumbe fhcW* 

Paffe the remainder of out hatefull daies ? 

What fhall we doe ? let vs that h aue our tongues 
Plot feme dcuife of further mifery 
Tomakevs wondred at in time to come. 

Lu:u Sweetfatherceafe your teares, for at yourgriefc 
See how my wretched fitter fobs and weeps. 

Mart . Patience deere Necce, good Titus drie thine eyes* 

? Tuns. Ah Afarcus y Marctis<> Brother well I wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinkc a tcare of mine, 

For thou pocre man haft drow ndit with thineowne. 

Luci* Ah my Latm'ta I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Titus . Mark^f^rc«jmarke,Ivnderftandher fignes, 
Had Ihe a tongue to fpeake, now would fhc fay 



That 



The mojl lamentable Trdge&ic 

That to her brother whkh I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true tcares all be wet. 

Can do no feruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh what a Empathy of woe is thi> ! 

As farre from helpe as Limbo isfrom bli£Te« 

Enter Aron the Moore alone . 

Moore . Tim An dr emeus, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes. 

Let Marcus , Lucius y or thy felfe old Titus f 
Or any one ofyou, chop off your hand. 

And fend it to theKing,hcfor the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliuc, 

And that fhall be the ra unfome fot their fault* 

Titus . Oh grecious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 9 
Hid eucr Ranen fing fo like a Larke, 

That giues fwcet tydings of the Sunn es vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff ? 

Lucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 

That hath throwne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not befent: my hand will fe rue the turne, 

■My youth can better fpare my blood then you. 

And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers liues. 

CMarc. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftru ftion on the enemies Caflle i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 

My hand hath bene but idle, let it feruc 
To raunfomc my two nephewes from their death, 

Then haue I kept it to a worthy end* 

Moore. Nay comcagree who fe hand /hall goc along, 
rorfisarc they die before their pardon come* 

Marcus . My hand £hall goe* 

Lams* By hcauenit (ball not goec 

it til 
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Titus. Sirs Ariucno more,fuch wit hred heaths asthefe 
Arc mccte for plucking vp, and therefore mine* 

Luciu. Sweet Father,iflfhallbe thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeemc my brothers both from death, ^ 

Marcus* And for our fathers fake, and mothers care, 

Now let me fhow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree betweene you, I will fpare my hand* 

Lucius, Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

tMarc. But I will vfethcAxc. Exeunt* 

T uus. Come hither Aron, lie dccciue them both. 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giuc thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be honeft, 

Andneucr whilftlliuedcceiucraenfo: 

But He dcceiue you in another fort. 

And that youlc fay ere halfc an houre paue* 

fiee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againe* 

Titus . Now ftay yourftrife,whatihallbei$difpatcht* 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie my hand. 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers; bid him bury it; 

More hath it merrited : That let it hauc. 

Asfor my fonn es, fay I account of them, 

A s iewels purchaft at an cafic price, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne* 

Aron. I goe Andr omen t , and for thy hand, 

Lookeby and by tobaue thy fonnes with thee* 

Their hcadsl mcane : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it* 

Letfooles doe good, andfaire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his fouleblacke like his face* ‘ Exit* 

F Thus 
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Tituu O heerc I lift this one hand vp to heauefl* 

And bow tbisfceblcruinc tothe earth, 

If any power pittics wretched teares. 

To that I call : what would thou knccle with me? 
r Doc then deare heart, for heauen (hall hearc our prayers. 
Or with our fighs wecle breath the welkin dirame? 

And ftainethefunne with foggeasfometimccloudcs, 

When they do hug him in their melting bofomes. 

M areas. Oh hrother fpeake with poflibilitics, 

And do not breake into thefc deepe cxtre a mes. 

Titus . Is net my forrow deepe* hauing no bottle? 
Then bemy pafliosbottomleflc with them* / 

Marcus . But > ct let reafon goucrnc^hy lament. 

Tuns. If there were reafon for thefc mifcrics, 

Then into limits could I bindemy woes: 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow f 
Ifthewindes rage, dothnotthefea wax mad, * 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolne face l 
And wilt thou hauea reafon for this coile? 

I am the fea« Harkc how her Q ghes doc flow • 

Slice is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Thenmuft my Sea be rnoued with her fighes, 
Thenmuftmy earth with her continualhcares, 

Become a deluge : outflowed and drowned : 

Forwhy, my bowels cannot hide her wocs> 

But like a drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then giue me leaue, tor loofers will haue leauc. 

To eafe their ftomackcs with their bitter tongues.. 

Enter * mtjftKger with tveohadsandahand.' 

M *j[en. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid, 

For that good hand thou fentft the Emperour : 
lieere are the hea ds of thy two noble Tonnes, 



of Titus Andtonicus. 

And heeres thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backe s 
Thy griefes tlieirfports : Thy refolution mockt : 

That woe istnetdthinkevpon thy woe*. 

More then remembrance of ray fathers death, Exit. 

iMarc. Now let hot ^Etjtacoolcift Cicilie, 

Andberoyhartancuer-burninghell : 

Thefc mifcries are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepe, doth cafefome deale, 

But forrow floated at, is double death. 

Luci. Ah that this fight lbould make fo deepe a wound. 
And vet detefted life not fhrinke thereat : 

That euer death fhould leclife beare his name. 

Where life hath no moreinterefl but to breath. 

Marc. Alas poore hart that kifle is comfoitlcffe, 

As frozen wat er, to a ftarued fnakc. 

Tim. When will this fearefull (lumber haue an end? 
tJHar, Now farewell flatterie, die JudronicM, 

Thou doft not Humber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heerc i 
Thy other baniflitfonnewith this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodlefle, and thy brother I, 

Euen like aftony Image, cold and nutmne. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes, 

R ent of thy filucr haire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofing vp of our moil w retched eyes : 

No w is a time to ftormc, why art thon iiill ? 

Tam. Ha,ha,ha. . ' . 

Marc . Why doft thou laugh. ? it fits not with tins houre. 
Tam. Why Ihauenotanothertcarcto ftied : 

Befides, this forrow is an enemie, 

And would vfurpe vponmy watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way ihalllfindeReuenges Caue? 



The m&fl lamentable Tragedie 

For thefe two heads doe feeme to fpeake to tat, 

And threat me, I fhall neucr come to biiflc, 

T ill all thefe mifehiefes be returnd againc, 

Eucn in their throats that haue committed them* 

-Come let me fee whattaskel haue to doe , 

You heauie people, circle me about, 

That I may came me to each one of you, 

And fweare vntomy foulc to right your wrongs, 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head, 

And in this band the other will I bearc. 

And Lauinia choufhalt be itnployd in thefe Amies, 

Bcare thou my hand fweet wench between® thy teeth s 
As for thee boy 7 goc get thee from ray light. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay, 

Hie to the Gothes, and raife an array there, 

And if you loueme, as I thinke you doe. 

Let's kiffe and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt* 

Lac'm. Farwell Andronicus my noble Father! 

The wofulft man that eucr liude in Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Larins come againe. 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life : 

Farewell Lametta ray noble lifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft bene. 

But now nor Lucius nor L amnia liucs 
But in obliuion and hatcfull griefes : 

If Lucias Hue he will requite your wrongs, 

And make proud Saturnine and his Emprcffc 
Beg at the gates like T*r(\tiin and bis Queenc# 

Now will l to the Gothcs and raife a power, 

To be reuengd on Rome and Saturnine* 

Exit Lucius* 



Enter 
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Enter iHcitufime, and Lauinia running after him, ant 
the boj flics from her wit h his bookes vrsder 
his arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus * 

Puer. Helpe Grandfier hclpe, my Aunt Lauinia, 

Folio wes me eucry where I know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcuticc how fwift fhe comes, 

Alas fweet Aunt, I know not what you mcanc. ' 

Marcu* Stand by me Lucius , doc not fcarc thine aunt. 
Titus. S he loues thee boy too well to dothee harmc. 

Tuer. I when my father was in Rome flic did. 

Marcus Whatmeancsmy Necce Lauiniaby thele iignes. 
r Titus. Fearc her not Lucius tome what doth fliemeane. 
See Lucius fee, how much Ihemakesof thee: 

Some whether would Ihe haucthcc goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neucr with more care r 

Red to her fonnes then Ihe hath red to thee. 

Sweet Poetry, and Tuilies Oratour : 

Canft thou not geffc wherefore flic plies thee thus?' 

Puer. My Lord I know not I, nor can I gcftc, 

Y nlefl'e fome lit or frenziedo poffeffc her : 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And I haue red that Hecuba of Troy, ^ 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fearc 
Although ray Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deareas ere my mother did, 

A nd would not but in fury fright my youth. 

Which roademedowne to throw my bookes and flic, 
Caufles perhapSjbnrpardon me fweet Aunt, 

And Madam, it my Vncle Mar cut goe, 
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• I will mofl willingly attend your Lady flhip # 

Marc* Lucius I will. 

Titus, How now-Lavimay Marcus what meanes this* 
Seme booke there is that i he defires to fee t 
Which is it girlc of thefe? open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take choyfcofall my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forrow,till the heauens 1 
Reueale thedambd contriuerof this deede# 

Why lifts /he vp her armes in fequcnce thus? 

'Marc, I thinke fhcmeancs that there wasmore then one 
Confederate in the fa&, 1 more there was : 

Or elfe to heauen fheheaucs them for reuenge# 

Titus* Lucius what booke is that /he toffetn fo ? 

Titer* Grandficr tis Quids Mctamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me* 
tJMarc. For loue of her thats gone. 

Perhaps /be culd it from among the reft* 

Titus . Sofc,fo bufily ffceturncstheleaues, 

Hclpe her, what would /he finde? Lauinia /hall Iread f 
T h i s is the tragicke talc of Philomel, 

’And triates otTereus treafonand his rape, 

And rape I feare was rootc of thine annoy. 

Marcf * Sec brother fccnote how /he quotes the leaucsJ 
Titus . Z/4«#»/W,wertthouthusfurprizdfwectgirle, 
Raui/htandwrongdas Philomela whs, 

Forcd in the ruthlcfle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 
See,fec,Ifuchaplace there is where wc did hunt, 
(Ohadweneucr, ncucr hunted there) 

Patterndby that the Poethecre deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc . O why /hould nature build fofoule a den, 

Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

Tit . Giuc fignes fweet gitlc for bccrc are nonebut friends# 

What 
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What Romane Lord it was durft do tbedeede ? 

Or flonkc not Saturnine ,as T arquin erft. 

Thatleft the Campe to finne in Lucrcce bed. 

Marc, Sit downe fwcet Neece, brother lit dowfle by me, 
JpfoUo, Paths, lout, or Mercury, 

Infpireme that I may thistreafon finde# 

My Lord lookc hcerejlooke hcerc Lauinia* 

He writes his T{jtme with hisfiffii and guides it 
with fe etc and mo hi h. 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide ifthou canft 
This after me, 1 haue writ my name, 

Withou t the helpe of any hand at all. 

Curft be that hart that forft vs to this fhift : 

Write thou good N cece, and hecre difplay at laft, 

What God will haue difeouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen Co print thy fo rro wes plainc. 

That we may know the tray tors and the truth* 

She takes the fiaffe in her mouthy and guides it with her 
fiumpes,and writes* 

Titus. Oh doc ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ, 
Stuprum , Chiron , Demetrius, 

Marc, What, what, the luftfull fonnes of Tamor a, 
Performersof thishainous bloody deede* 

Titus . Magm Dormnator poli, v 

Tam Untus audit feeler** tarn lentus vides? ' * 

Mara Oh calme thccgcntle Lord, alth^j^b I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 
Toftirreamutcnie in the roildeft thoughts, 
Andarmethenaindcsofinfantsto exclaimcs# 

My Lord kncelcdowne with me,- Lamnia kncclc, 

And 
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And kneele fwcete boy, the Romainc Hcftorshope,' 
And fweare with me, as with the wofull feerc, 

And father of that chaft difhonoureef Dame, 

Lord Iuniu s 'Brutus fweare for Luere/e rape. 

That wc w ill prefee ute by goodaduife 
Mortall reuenge vpon thefe tray terous Gothes, 

And fee their blood, or die with this reproch. 

Titus. Tis furc enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thefe Bcare whelpes then beware. 

The Dam will wake, and if (he winde yo u once, 
Sheets with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

And lulls him whilft file playeth on her back. 

And when he fleepcs will file do what file lift. 

You are a young huntfman CMarcusy let it alone. 

And come I will go e get a kafe ofbrafle, 

And with a gad of fteele will write thefe words, 

And lay it by : theangry Northerne winde. 

Will blow thefe fands like Sibels leaucs abroad. 

And wheresyour lcflon then, boy what fay you 2 
Puerl fay nty Lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fhofbld not be fafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yo^kc of Rome. 

CMarc . I thats my boy, thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country done the like. 

Puer. And Vncklc fo will I, and if I liue* 

Titus . Comcgoc with me into mine Armoricj 
Lucius lie fit thee, and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from r to the Emprefle fonnes, 

Prefcnts that I i; \ d to fend them both. 

Come, come, do th y meflage, wilt thou not? 

Pucr . I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfier* 
Titus* No boy not fo, lie teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia come, CMarcus looke to my houfe, 

Lucius and lie goe bwue i t at the Cour t. 
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Imarry will we fir, and wcelebe waited on* Exeunt* 

( jtfarc . O hcauens ! can you hcare a good man gronc 
And not relent, or not compaffion him ? 
tMtrcus attend him in hisexcafic, 

That hath more fears offorrow in his hart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon hisbattredfhicld* 

But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge, 

Reuenge the heauens for old Andronicuh Exit 

Enter Arony Chiron and Demetrius At one dore$ And at another 
dor e young Lucius and ano therewith a bundle of 
weaponsyand verges wit vpon them* 

fhiron* Demetrius heercs thefonneof Lucius y 
He hath force meflage to deliucr vs# 

Aron . I fomemad meflage from his mad Grandfather, 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humblencslmay, 

I grcetc your honours from Andromcus, 

And pray the Romane Gods confound you both# 

Deme. Gramercie lonely Lwe/#/, what’s the newes^ 

Euer, That you arc both decipher d, that’s the newes. 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 

My Grandficr well aduifdchath fent by me, 

The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 

To gratifie your honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay : 

Andfol do, and with his gifts prefent 
\ our Lordflups, when euer you hau c neede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, 

Andfo Ueaueyouboth ; like bloody villaines. Exit. 
Deme. What’s heere: a fcrole, and written round about? 
f Let’s fee, 

Imtgtr vit afiel er ifrjue purus , non eget maury Uculls nec arc nr* 

Chtron % Otis a vc;fe in Hwvirr, I know it well. 

G 
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I read it in the Grammer long ago ?♦ 

Moore I iuft, a verfein Horae ^righfjyou haue it, 

Now whata thing it is tobean Afte. 

Heeres no found ieff,the eld man hath found their <riltj 
And tends the weapons wrapt about with lines, 

That wound(buyond their feeling) to the quicks 
But were our witty Emprefl'c well a footc. 

She would applaud Andrenicus conceit, 

But let her reft in her vnreft awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy ftarrs, 

Led vs to Rome ftnmgerSjaiui more then fo 
Captiues to be aduanccd to this height ? 

It did me good before thePallace gate, 

Tobraue the Tribune in his brothershearing* 

T)etner. But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bafely infinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had henotreafonLord Demttrinty 
Did you not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Lemet. 1 would we had a thoufand Rornanc Dames 
At fuchabay, by tvirne to ferue ourluft. 

Chiton. A charitable, wifli and full of loue. 

Aioore % \l<$'Lz lacks but your motherfor to fay Amen; 
£biron. And that would fhc for twenty thou fand more. 
Dcmcr. Come let vs gee and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloucd mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to the deuils, the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets found. . 

f Dcm< Why do the Emperors trumpets fiourifhthus^ 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 
Dsme. Soft, who conies heerc? 

Enter Nurfe with a blacke a Moore chtlde. 

Tfsir. Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee Aron the 
Argn. Wcll,morc orleffc,ornerca whit at-all, (Moore 

Heerc 
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n<«re Aren’is, and what with Aren now i 
Nurft. Oh gentle Aron, we are all vndone, 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermore. 

jron, Why what a catterwalling doft thou keepe. 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arroetJ 
Nnrfr, O that which I would hide from heauens eye. 
Our Empreflc lhame, and ftately Romes difgrace. 

She is ddiucrcd Lords, flic is dcliuered. 

Aron. Towhome? 

Nurfe* 1 raeanc fbc is brought abed* 



2V#r/>. A demll* ■ c u tr 

_A ro n. Why then flie is the DeuilsDam, aioyfull lflue, 
Utrfe. A ioylcs, difmalLblacke.and forrowfuli lflue, 
Hccre is the babe a s loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefle fends it thee, thy ftarope, thy feale. 

And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point. 

ssfron. Zounds ye whore, is black fo bafe a hue? 

Sweet blows, you are a beautious bloflomc fure. 

‘Dome. ViUaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou baft vndone our mother. 

Aron. Villaine, I haue done thy mother. 

Demeti And therein hellilb dog thou haft vndone, 
Woe to her chance, and dambd her loathedchoyce, 
Accurft theoffpring offofoule a fiend. 

Chiron. It lhall not line. 

Aron. Jtihall not die. 

Norfe. Aron it muft, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron. WhatmuftitNurfe? then let no man but I, 

Doe execution on my flefli and blood. 

Bem. Ilebroacb the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

N uife giue k me, my fword lhall foone difpatch it. 
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Sooner this fword fiiall plow thy bowels vp. 
May rnurtherous villainei, will you kill your brother * 
Tl? W ^ lc fuming tapers ofthjskie, 
i '-atlhone fobrighrly when this boy wasgot, 

. *\ e dles T P on my Scmitars fliarpe point, 

<it touches this my Hrft borne fonne andheire . 
ltell you younglings, not Enceladm, 

ith all his threatning band of Typhont broode, 
Norgrcat Akiies. nor the God of wane, 

.. ? ‘ ceaz ’this prey oucof his fathers hands? 

af, w!iat,yefangi)incfhailovv harredboyes, 

I ee white-Iimbde walls, ye ale-houfe painted lign**, 
^oe-blacke is betterchen another, hue, 

Jn that it fcornes to be.:re another hue; 

for all the water in the Ocean, 

Can neuer turne the Swar.s blacke legs to white, 

T ii ,“ g S fllc,aue them homely in theflood ; 
i el l the hmprelTe from me I am of age 
i o keepe mine owne, excufc i t how Ihe can. 

■Oanet. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftris thus } 

A/ 0 ”'. M y miflris is my miffris, this my felfe, 
evigour,and the picture ofmy youth ; 

1 ins before all the world do 1 preferre, 

This mauger all the world will I keepe fafe. 

Or fomc of > ou lhall fmoakc for it in Rome. 

Dennt. By this our mother is for eucr fhamde. 

Ch.ron. Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. 

Chill; fu l mp T l, ; ,n hii ra S e wi!J her death. 

. * C ° ^ u,, ke vpon this ignomie. 

ufrw \\ ny thcres the priuiledge your beautv beares * 
F.c treclterous hue, that will betray wdth blulh Z * 

Theclofe enafb and counfels ofthehart : ° 

Heeresa young lad framde of another leerc, 

Cookeho w the blacke flaue failles vpon the father, 

A* 
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A* who fhould fay, old Lad I am thine own« 

He is vour brother Lords, fenfibly ted 
Ofthatfelfcblood thatfirfl gauelifetoyou. 

And from that wombe where you impnfoned were, 

He is infranchifed and come to light : 

Nay he is your brother by the furerfide. 

Although my feale be (lamped in hisface. 

T^utfe. Aron what fhall I fay vnto the Empreffe? 

Dewet, Aduifethec Aron, what is to be done. 

And we vvillallfubfcribeto thy admfe: 

Sauethou the childe fowc may ail be fafe. ^ 

Aron. Th en fi t w e do wne «i nd 1 et vs all conful t • 

My fonne and I will hauetbe windc of you : 

Keepe there, now taTke at pleafure of your fafety# 

Demit. How many women faw this childe of his f 
Aron ♦ Why fobraue Lords, when we ioyne in league 
lam a Lambe, but ifyoubraue the 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyontfle, 

The Ocean fwclls not fe as ^?n>wfloimcs : 

But fay againe, how many faw the childe i 
Nurfe ♦ C or neti a ylhe midwife and my felfe, 

And no oneelfebutthedeliueied Emprcfle. 

Aron . T he EmprefTe,the Midwife, and your felfe, 

Two may keepe counfell when the thirds away : 

Goeto the Emprcffe,tcll her this I Taid, He kills her. 

Weeke, week, fo cries a Pigge prepared tothefpit. 

Dewet. What meanft thou Aron,whereforcdidlt tfaou this 
Aron. O Lord Gratis a deed of pollicie. 

Shall fheliue to betray this gilt of ours ? 
Alongtongu’dbabbugGoflipjno Lords no: 

And now be it knownc to you my full intent. 

Not farre, o r.e r Muhtcus my Country-man 
His wife b ut y efternight was brought to bed, 

Hu childe is like to h er, fair e as > ou arc : 

G 3 Go$ 
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Goepacke with him, and giue the mother gold, 

Andtell them both the circumftanceof all. 

And how by this thcirchilde/hall beaduaunft. 

And be recciued for the Emperours heyre. 

And fubftituted m the place ofmine, 

Tocalrae thistempefi whirling in the Court, 

And let the Empcrour dandle him for his owne. 

Harke ye Lords, ye fee I hauegiuen her phifick, 

And you muftncedesbcftow her funcrall, 

The fields arcncere, and you aregallant.Groomcs : 

This done, fee that you take no longer daics 
But fend the Mid wife prefently torac* 

The Midwife and the Nurfe w ell made away^ 

Thenlec theLadics tattle what they plcafe. 

Chiron * Aron I fee thou wilt not truft the ayre with fecrets. 
Demc. For this care of Tamora, 

IJerfclfc and hers arc highly bound to thee* Exeunt 

Aron* Now to the Goth es, as fwtfc as fwal low flies# 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine armee , 

And fccrctly to greete the Empreflc friends : 

Come on you thick-lipt-flauc, He bearc you hence® 

Fornis you that puts vs to our fhiftss 
He make you feed on berries, a nd on rootes, 

Andfccdeon curds and w hay, and fuck e the Goatc> 

And cabbin in a Gaue, and bring you vp 

To be a warriour, and commaund a Campe. Exit # 

Enter Titus, old Mar cus^youno Lucius, end other gentle me* 
with hospes^and Titus hearts the arrewesmtb 
Letters on the ends of them. 

Come M4rr/»/,comc,kinfmen this it the wav, 

Sir boy let me fee yourarcherie, 

Cooke yee draw home enough and tii there firaight. 

Terras 
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Terrds AJlrearcliquitJat you remembred Mates"', 

Sheet gone, fhees fled . firs take you to your toolct. 

You Cofcns (hall goe found the Ocean, 

And cafl'your nets, h appily you may findc her in the fca, 

Yet there# as little iufticc as at Land: 

No Puhiitts and Scmpromns, you mufl doe it, 

Tis you mufl dig with rnattocke,and with fp*le, 

And pierce the inmofl center of th* earth, 

T hen when you come to Pluioes Region, 

I pray you deliucr him this petition, 

Tell him it is foriuflice and for aide. 

And that it comes fromold Andronicttr, 

Shaken wit hferrowes in vngratcfullRome. 

Ah Rome, well, we]l,I made thee miferabie, 

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me# 

Goe get you gone, and pray be carcfuli all. 

And lcaue yon nor a man ofwarre vnfearcht. 

This wicked Empcrour mayhaueihipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may got pipe for iuflicc, 

Marc* O Publius is not this a hcauie cafe 
To fee thy noble Vnclc thus diflraff ? 

Pull. Therefore my Lcrds it highly vsconccrnes* 

By day and night t’attcnd him carefully : 

A ndfeede his humour kindciy as wc may, 

Till time beget (bmecarefull reraedie. 

Marcus* Kinfmcn,his forrowesare paflremedie# 
loync with the Gothcs>and with reuengefull warre. 

Take wreakc on Rome for this ingratitude. 

And vengeance on the tray tor Sat nr nine. 

Titus* Publius how now, how now my Maiflers, 

What haue you met with her ? 

Pahlu No my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, 

If) ou wall haue reuenge from hell you fhall, 

M anic 
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Marne for Iuftice flie is fo imploy d, 

He thu Ices with lout in heauen,©r fome where clfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs (lay a time. 

Titus. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 

.lie diueinto theburning lake below. 

And pull her out of Acaron by thclieeles. 
c Marcus we are but fhrubs, no Cedars we. 

No big- bond- men, framd of the Cyclops fize, 

Bucmettal Manus, (icc le to the very backc. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs ean beare s 
Andfith theresno iufticeincarthnor hell, 

Wc will folicitcheauen, and moue the Gods, 

To fenddowne Iufticefor to wreakc our wrongs : 

Come to this geare,youare a good Archer Marcus* 

He gtti cs them the Arrowes. 

AAJouem^ thatsfor you,hcre^ Apelloncm, 

A A Mart cm , thats for my felfc, 

Here boy to P alias, here to Mercury 
To S at nr nine a to Cams, n ot to Saturnine, 

You were as good to (Loote againft the windc. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when I bid, 

Ofmy word,! haue written to effeft, 

Thcres not a God left vnfollicited. 

Marcus Kinfmen, ftioot all your fliafts into the Court, 
We will afflift rhe Emperour in his pride. 

Titus. NowMaiftersdraw,oh well f aid Lucius, 

Good boy in V rgoes lap, giue it Pallas. 
cJMatc. My Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Moohq, 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tuns. Ha, ha 7 Publius, Publius, what haft thou done ? 

See, fee, thou haft fliot off one of Taurus homes* 

Marcus • This was the fport my Lord, when Publius (hot, 
The Bull being gald, gauc Aries fuch a knocke, 

T hat dowflcfcll both the Rams homes in the Court, 

And 
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A nd who fhould finde them but the Emprefle villaine : 

She laught,and told the Moore he (hould not choofe 

But eiue them to his maifter fora prefent. . 

Thus* Why there it goes, God giue y our Lordihip joy. 

Enter the Qownt with a basket an A two P tdgions in \t 4 

Titus. Newes,newes froroheauen, 

Marcus the poaft is come# 

Sirra what tydings, haue you any letters ? 

Shall 1 haue iuftice, what faics Jupiter ? 

Clowne. HotheLbbctmaker, heefayes that he hath ta- 
ken them downeagainCjfcrthemanmuftflOtbehangd till 
the next weeke* 

Titus. But what faics lupiterl aske thee? 

Clowrte. Alas fir 1 know not Jupiter ; 

I ncucr dranke with him in all my life.’ 

T \tus . Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clown e. 1 cfmy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Titus • Why, didft thou not come from heauen? 

Clcwne. FromheauenJ alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I Ihould be fo bold, to prefle to heauen in my 
youngdayes 

Why I am gem g with my pidgions to the tribunall Plebs,to 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt my Vncle,andone of 
theEmperiallsmen. 

Marcus. Why fir, that is as fit as can be toferueforyour 
Oration, and let him deliuerthe pidgions to the Emperour 
from you. 

Titus. Tellmeecan youdeliueran Oration to the Em- 
perour with a grace? 

Clowne. Nay trucly fir, I could neurr fay grace in all my 
life. 

T ^ us, Sirra come hither, make no more adoe, 

H But 
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But giue your Pidgions to the Emprour, 

By me thou Ibalt haue iufticcat his hands* 

Hold* hold , meane while here's money for thy charges, 
Giueme pen andinke* 

„ Strra, can you with a grace dcliuer a Supplication ? 

Clowne* I hr# 

I’itPis. Then herei$afupplicacionforycu,and when you 
come to hiiTMt the firfbapraach you mull kneele,then kifle 
hisfoote, thendeliucr vp your Pidgions, and then look for 
your reward. 

lie be at hand fir, fee you doeitbrauelie. 

Cln »ne. I warrant you Sr, let me alone. 

Thus* Sirra hall: thou a knife ? Come let me fee it* 

Here JMarcus^ fold it in rhe Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant, 

And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, 

Knock e ar my dore, and tell me what he fayes. 

Clovne* God be with you fir, I »vil I , Exit* 

T tins* Come Manus let vs goe, P ablins follow me. 

/ ‘ 

Exeunt* 

Enter Emperonr and Empreffe^ andher t\rofonnes l the 
Emperatir brings the An owes %n his hand 
that 1 it us {hot at him* 

S«t* r - Why Lords, what wrongs arc thefe? waseuer fcene 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouerborne, 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of egall iuHice, vfde in fuch contempt? 

My Lords, you know the mightfull Gods, 

Hovy eucr thefe diltui bers of our peace 
Buzin the peoples cares, there nought hath part 
But euen with la w again!* the witfuil fonr.es ’ 

Of 
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of old Audfonicus. And what and if 
His forrowes haue foouerwhelmde his wits? 

Shall vve be thus afHiftcd in his wreakes, 

His fits, his frenzie, and his bit ternes ? 

And now he writes to hcauen for his redrefle* 

See hceres to lone , and this to Mercury , 

This to Apollo, this to the God of warre : 

Sweet fcrowles to flic about the ftreets of Rome, 
Whats this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniuflice eucry w here? 

A goodly humour,!* it not my Lords? 

A s who would fay, in Rome no iuftice were : 

But iflliue, hisfained extafies 
Shall be no flicker to thefe outrage s, 

But he and his fhall know that iuftice hues 
In Satttrninas health, whomcif he fleepe, 
Heelefoawakc,ashein fury (hall 
Cut off the proud'ft confpiratour that liuef « 

Tamora * My gracious Lord, my louely Saturnine^ 
Lord ofrny life, commaunderofmy thoughts, 

Calme thee, and bearc the faults oiTttiis age, 
Th'effc&sofforrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofe Ioffe hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart, 
And rather comfort his diftrefl'ed pligh t, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the beft 

Foi thefe contempts: Why thus it iTiall become 

Hie witted Tamora to gJofe with all : 

But Titus I haue touched thee to thequickc. 

Thy lifeblood out : if Aron now be wife. 

Then is allfafe, the Anchor's in the port. 

Enter Clo'tone* 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpealre with vs ? 
Clotyne. Yea forfooth, and your Mifterfhip be Erop 
H 2 
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* Tamtra. Emprefle I am. but yonder fits the Emperour. 

Clovone % Tis he»Gcda&d Saint Stephen giue you good den, 
1 haue brought you a letter and a couple pf pigipns heere. 

He read? the Letter • 

Satur, Goe take him away and hang him prefentty * 
Clowne . How much money mull 1 haue l 
Tamora, Come firra, > on ipuft be hanged. 

Clowht* Hangd, be Lady then I hauehrought vp a neck 
to a iairecr.d. 

Exit, 

Sat nr. Difpightfull and intolerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? 

I know from whence this fame dcuifeproceedesj 
May this be borne, as if his tray tcrous fon nc$, 

1 hatdide by law formurther of our brother , 

Haue by my meanesbenc butchered wrongfully? 

Goe dragge thcvillaine hither by die haire, 

Norage, nor honour, (hall ihapcpriuiledg£. 

For this proud mockc lie be thy (laughter man, 

Sly franneke wretch, thiat holpft to make me great. 

In hope thy felfe ihould gouerne Roma ar*d me# 

Enter Nuntins Smllius , 

Sa f urn, What nc wes with thee EmiWim ? 

Emil, Arme my Lords, Rome neuerhad morecaufe. 

The Gomes haue gathered head, and with a power 
Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoyle, 

T ey hither march amaine, Ynderconduffc 
Of LnctHiy fonne to old An drome Hi 



Who threats in com fe of this reuenge to doe 
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As much as euer CstitUms did. 
gin? Is warlike Cuciui Generali of the Gothes, 

Thefe ty dings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with troll, or graflebeat downe with (formes: 

I now begins our forrowes to approach, 

Tis he the common peoplelouefo much, 

]Vly felfe hath often heard them fay , 

Whcnl haue walked like apriuaternan, • 

That Lucihs banilhment was wrongfully, 

And they haue wifht that Laciut were their Emperour. 
Tamo-a. Why fiiould yon fcarc.isnot your Citty ftrongj 

Kinv. Ibut the Gittizensfauour Lucms% 

Andwillreuoltfrommetofuccourhim. 

Tamr*. X.»», be thy thoughts imperious like thy name : 

Is rheSunncdirnd, that Gnats do file in it. ? 

The Eagle fufifers little birds to fing, 

A nd is not carefull what they meane thereby , 

Knowing that with the fliadow of his wings, 

He can at pleafure flint their melodie. 

Euen fo mayelt thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpint.for know thou Emperour, _ 

I will enchaunttheold Anironictts , 

With words mote fweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites tofiih,orhonny flalkesto heepe, 

When as the one is wounded with thebaite, 

Theother rotted with deliciousf eede. 

King. But he will not entreat his fonnefor vs. 

Tamor. IfTatiur* entreat him then he will, 

For I can fmaoth and fill his aged ea"e. 

With golden promifes, tbatwere his heart 
Ahnofl impregnable, his old yeares dtafe, 

Yet fhould both iarc and ban obey my tongue. 

Gpe thou beforetobeour Embafladour, 

Say that the Emperour requefts a parly 
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The mod lament able T rage die 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting'. 

King. Emithiu dec this meflage honourably, 

And if he ftandin hoflagefor hisfafety, 

Bidhim demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 

- EmilUus . Your bidding ftiall I doe effectually. 

Exit * 

Tamora . Now will I tothat old Andronicus , 

And temper him with all the Artlhauc, 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Gothes# 

And now fwcct Hmperour be blithagaine. 

And bury all thy fearc in my dcuifes. 

Satur* Then goefucceflantly and plead to him# 

Exeuntl 

Enter Lucius with an Army of g$thcs 9 with 
D rum and Soul dun ♦ 

Lucius . Approuedwarriours,andmy faithfullfriends, 
1 baue receaued letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifxes what hate they beare their Empcrour, 
And how defirous ofour fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles witnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

Let him make treble fatiffa&ios. 

goth. Braue flip fprungfrom the grea XAndronkus t 
Whofc name was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Ronierequites with foule contempt, 

Be bold* in vs,weele follow where thou leadft, 

Like flinging Beesin horteft Sommers day. 

Led by their rnaifler to the fiowred fields, 

And beauengd on curfcdT^w*; 



of Tim Andronicusl 

And ashe faith, fefay we all with him. 

Lucius,* I humbly thankc him and I thank you all. 

Buc who comes hecre led by a lufty Coih ? 

Enter a Goth leading of Aron with hts child 

in his ar me s, 

Goth . Renowned Lucius from ourtroups I flraidj 
Togazc vpona ruinous Monaftcrk, 

Andaslcarneflly did fixe mine eye 
Vponthe wafied building, fuddainely 

! I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall: 

Imadcvnfo the noyfe, when foonel heard, 

•The crying babecontroid with this difeourfe : 
Teacctawny fiaue. halfeme.andhalfe rhy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

I Had nature lent thee butthy mother* lookc, 
Villainethou might fi havie bene an Empcrour. 

But where the Bull and Cow are both milk white, 

They neuerdo hegetacolc-blacke Calfc: 

Peace villainc peace, euen thus he rates the babe, 
Forlmuft beare thee to a trufly Goth, 

Who when he knowes theu artthe Emprcfle babe, 

Will hold tine deardy for thy mothers lake. 

With this my weapon drawne 1 ruflht vponhim, 

Surprizd him fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needefull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuilJ,. 
That robd Andr omens of his good hand: 

This is the Pearle that pleafd y our Emprcfle eye* 

And heeres the cafe fruit of his burning luff, 

Say waJl-eyd fiaue whether woulofi thou ccnuay 
This growing Image of thy ficndlikcface ? 

Why dofi not fpeake? what deafe,nota word? 
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A haltct Souldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide hisfruit ot Baftardie. 

Aron . Touch not the boy , he is of Roy all blood* 

Lxci. Too like the Syrefor euer being good, 

Firfl hang the childe chat he may fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexe the fathers foulewithall, 

Amn. Get me a ladder,!,#^ fiue the childe, 

And beareit from me to the Empreffe : 

Iftlion doethis, lie ilicw thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to heare* 

If thou wilt not , befall what may befall, 

He fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius ♦ Say on,andifit pieal’e me which thou fpeakft, 
Thy childe lhall line, and I will fee it nourifht. 

Aron . And if it pleafe thee? why affine thee Lucius , 
Twill vexethy foule tohearewhatl fhall fpeake: 

For I muff talke of murthers, rapes, and maflacres, 

Arts ofblacke nights, abhominable deeds, 

Complots ofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruihfull to hcare, yet pittioufly performd, 

And this lhall all be buried by my death, 

Vnleffethou fweare tosnemy childe ihall line* 

Lucius * Tell on thy minde,I fay thy childe fhall liue* 
Aron. S wearothat he fhall, and then I will begin. 

Lucius. Who fhould J fweare by, thou belceueft no God* 
That graunted, how canft thou beleeue an oath* 

Aon. Whatifl doc not, as indeed I doe not, 

Yet for I know thou art religious, 

And hafta thing within rhec calledconfcicncc* 

With twenty popilh tncksand ceremonies. 

Which lhaue feenc thee careful] to obferuc* 

Therefore fvrge thy oath, for that I know 
An Idcot holds his bauble for a God, 

And ke pes the oath which by that Gcdhcfwcares, 

To 
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To thatlle vrge him : therefore thoulhalt vow 

By that fame God, what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft, and hall in reference. 

To faue my boy , to non rilh and bring hin) vp. 

Or elfel will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius. Euenby ray God I fwear e to thee I will. 

Aron. Firft know thou, 1 begot him on the fcmprclie, 
Lucius. Oh mod iafatiate luxurious woman ! 

Aton. Tut Lucius, this wasbutadeede ofchantic. 

To that which thou Ihaltheareofme anon, 

Twas her two fonnes that murdered 'Bujftams, 

They cut thy fillers tongue and rauifln her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou {awed. 

£#c/w,Oh deteftable villaine, call’ftchou that trimming 

Aron. Why (lie was walht, and cut, and trimd. 

And twas trim (port for them that had the doing otit, 
Lucius, Oh baiberous beaftly villaincs li*e thy felfe- 
Aron. Indecdcl was their tutor to inftriift them. 

That codding fpirit had they from theirmother, 

As fgre a carde as euer wonne the fee s 
Thatbloody mindc I think e they learndofme, 
Astrueadog as euer fought at head ; \ 

Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

Itraynde thy brethren to that guilefull hole, 

■Where the dead corps of B ojfsanui lay : 

1 wrote the letter that thy Father found. 

And hid the sold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with the Quecne and her two fonnes. 

Andwhat not done, that thou haft caule to rue, ( 

Wherein 1 had no ftrok e of mifehieft in it. 

I playd thecheaterfor thy Fathers hand, 

And when I had it drew my felfe apart. 

And almoft broke my hart with extreame laughter, 

I pried me thiou&h the ejeuie of a w all* - 
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When for his hand heriadhis two fonnes heads,/ 
Beheld bis tcares>an<ilaught fohartilv, 
Thatborhmineeyes were rainic like to his : 

And when I told the Emprcfleof this fport, 

She founded alrnoft at my plcafing tale, 

And for my tidings gaue me twenty kifles. 

Cjotb. 

What canft thou fay all this,and neuer blufh. ? 

Aron . 

I like a blacke dogge as the fay ing is ♦ 

Lucius* 

Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deeded 
Aron* 

I that I had not done a thoufand more, 

Euen now I curfc the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within thecompafle of my curfe. 
Wherein I did not fome notorious ill, 

As kill ainan,orelfedeuifehis death, 

RauiCba maid, or plot the way to doe it, 

Accufe fome innocent, and forfwcaremy fclfe. 

Set deadly enmity betweene two friends, 

Mike poore mens cattcll breake their neck$* 

Set fire on barncs and hay fiackes in the ni ght. 

And bid the owners quench them with their teares : 
Oft bauc I digd vp dead men from their graues, 
And fet them vpright at their deere friends doorc, 
Euen when their forrovves aliuoft was forgot, 
Andcn their skinnes,ason the barkeoftrees, 

Hauc with my knife earned in Romainc letters. 
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Let not your for row die, though I am dead. 

Tut, I haue done a tho u fand dread full thinges 
As willingly as one would kill a flie, 

And nothing grecu es me hartily indeede, 

But that I cannot doe tenne thou fand more. 

Lucitit. Bring downe the deuill, for he muftnot die 
So fwcet a death as hanging prefently. 
jlrtiu If there bedeuils, would I wereadcuill, 

To Hue and burne in euerlafling fire, 

So I might haucy our company in hell 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 

L*cius. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpeake no more 

Enter Emillius . 

goth. My Lord there is a Meflenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted toyonr prcfcnce. 

Lucius, Let him come neere. 

Welcome Emillius, what’s the newesfrom Rome ? 

Smill. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Gothes, 
TheRoniainc Eroperourgreetesyouallby me, 

And tor h e vnderliands you are in Armes, 

He craues a patly at your fathers houfe 
Willing you to demaund your li oft ages. 

And they lhall be immediately deliuered. 

Goth. What faies our Generali? 

Lucius. Smillius , let the Emperour giue hispledges 
Ynto my Father, and my Vncle Marcus, 

Andwewillcome: marchaway. Exeunt. 

Enter Tamer a, and her twofemtes di/guifed. 

T emora. Thus in this Orange and fadhabilliamcnt, 

I will encounter with An dr emeus, 

I l And 



T The mofl lamentable Tragcdie 

And fay, I atn rcucngcfcnt from below, 

To ioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs, 
Knocke at his ftudy where they fay he keepes, 

T o ruminate ftrangc plots of diere Rcucnge, 
Tell him Reuenge is come to ioyne with him. 
And workeconfufion on Ins enemies. 



I 



They tyoefc and Titus opens bis ft H die dore. 

Thus. Who doth moleft my contemplation ? 

Is it yourtricke tomake me ope the dore, 

That fo roy fad decrees may Hie away. 

And all my fludie be to no effect ? 

You are deceaud, for what I meane to doc. 

Sec hetre in bloody lines I hauc fet downe. 

And what is written (hall be executed. 

Tamora. Thus, I air! come to talke with thee, 

Titus. No not a word: how can I grace iny talke. 
Wanting a hand to gi uc that accord, 

Thou half the odsofroe,thereforeno more. (me 

Tamora. Ifthoudidftknow me thou wouldfl talke with 
Thus. I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 

Witnes this wretched flump, witnes thefe enmfon lines, 
Witnes thefe trenches made by griefe and care, 

Witnes the tyring day and heauie night, 

Witnes all forrow that I kno w thee well 
f or out -proud EmprefFe, mighty Tumor. t 
Is not thy comroing for my other hand." 

Tsmoru. Knowthoufad man, lam not Tamer*, 

She is thy enernie, and I thy friend, 

lam Reuengefentfrom th’infernallKiflgdome, 

To eafe the gnawing vulture ofthy minde 
By working wreakefull vengeance on thy foes : 

Come 
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Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light* 
Conferrewith meofmurderand of death, 

There's not a hollow Caue or lurking place. 

No vaft obfeurity or mifty vale, 

Where bloody murther or detefted rape, 

Can couch for fearc but I will findc them out. 

And in their eares tell them my drcadfull name, 

Reuenge, which makes the foule offenders quake* 

Titus. Art thou Reuenge, and art thou fenttome, 

To be a torment to mine enemies/ 
i Tamo, a* I am, therefore come downeand welcome me* 
Tttus. Doemefomcferuiceerelcometo thee, 

Loe by thy fide where Rape atid Murder flands, 

Now giue fome furance that th^u art Reuenge, 

Stab them or tearcchem on thy €hariot whecles. 

And then He come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about die Globes. 

Prouide thee two proper paifreits, as blackcas let* 

To hale thy vengcfull Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Caris loaden with their heads, 

I will difmount, and by the Waggon wheclc, 
Trctlikeaferuilefooteman all day long, 

Eucn from Epeons rifing in the Eaft, 

Vntill his very downefallin the Sea* 

And day by day iledoe this heauy taske. 

So thou deftroy Rapine and M ur der there. 

Tamora ♦ T hefe are my minifters and come with me. 

* Titus . Arethcm thy minifter.^whatarcthcy call'd? 

7 amor a. Rapeand Murder,therefore called fo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kinde o! men. 

Titus. Good Lord how 1 ike theEmprc fie Sonnes they are 
And you thebmprefle : but we worldly men 
Hauc mifcrablc mad roifUking eyes : 

I 3 Oh 
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(MifweetReuengenow doc I come to theee, 

A nd if one armes lm bracemen t w ill content thee, 

I will imbracc thee in it by and by ♦ 

Tamora. This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 
Whatcre I forge to feede his brainc-ficke fits, 

• Doe you vphold,and maintaineinyourfpecches. 

For now he firincly takes me for Reuengc, 

And being credulous in this mad thou ght> 
lie make him fend for Lucius his fonne, 

And whilfH at a banquet hold him fure, 
Ilcfindefomccunniugpra&ifeoutofhaud , 

To fcatterand difperfe chcgiddie Gothcs, 

Or at the leaf! make them hi$ enemies : 

See heerc he comes, and I ruy/l ply my thearae* 

Tttuu Long haue I bene farlornejand all for thee* 
'Welcome dread fury to my woefull heufe. 

Rapine and Murtheryou aye welcome too 3 
How like the Eroprefle and her fonnes you arc. 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hell affoord you fuch a dcuill » 

For well I wotctheEmprcfTc neuer wags 
But in her company there is a Moore, 

And would you reprefen tour Queene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fuch adeuill : 

But welcome as you arc, what fhall we doe ? 

Tawora . What wouldft thou haue vs doc Andromcut \ 
D?me. Show me a murtherer He deale with him. 

Chiron . Show meavillainc that hath done a rape. 

And I am fent to be rcuengd on him. 

Turner a. Show mcathoufand that hauedone thee wrong, 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus. Looke round aboutthe wicked ftrectsof Rome, 
And when thou findfl a man that’s like thy fclfe, 

Good number fUb him, hees a n$mhcrei> 

Goc 
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Goe thou with him , and when i t is thy hap 
To findc another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine ftab him, he is a rauifher, 

Goe thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 
TbcrcisaQuecncattended byaMocre, 

Well maift thou know herby thy ownc proportion. 
For vp and downe fhe doth rcfemble thee* 

I pray thee doe on them fome violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine, 

T**nora, Well hail thou Icflond vs, this fhall we doe* 
But would itpleafe thee good Anironicuh 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

Who leades towards Rome a band of warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe, 

When heis heere, cuen at thy folem'ne feaft, 

I will bring ip the Eroprefle and her fonnes, 

The Emperour himfclfe,and all thy foes, 

And at thy mercy lhall they ftoope and kneel e. 

And on them fhalt then cafe thy angry hart : 

What faies Androuicus to this dcuife ? 

Enter Marcus. 

Titus. Marcus my brother, tis fad Titus calls, 

Goc gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius, 

Thou fhalt enquire him out among the Gothcs*. 
Bidhimrepairetome,and bring with him 
Somcofthe chicfcft Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him cncampe his fouldicrs where they are. 

Tell him the Emperour and the Emprcfle too 
Fcaftat my houfe, and he fhall feaft with them* 
Thisdoe thou for my lnue, and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life. 

OWar. This will I doc, and foonc returns againc; 






ON, l6l1 NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.521) OCtaVO 



Tbc mofi lamentable Tr age die 

Tamor . Now will I hence about thy bufines, 

And take my minirter* along with me* 

Titus. Nay, nay, let rapeand murder ftay with me,’ 

Or elsllc call my brother backcagaine, 

And cleauc to no rcuenge but L uptttu 

Tam* What fay you boy es, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

H o w I h a u e go uern d ou r d e termi n d i eft, 

Yeeldc to his humour, fmooth and fpcake hixn fairc* 

And tarry with him till I turne againc. 

Taut. I know them all, thou gfa they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in theyrowne dcuifei, 

A payre of curfed hell-hounds and their Dam# 

Dcme. Madam depart at plcafurc, Icauevs heerc. 
Tamor a. Farewell Am\ronicus y rcuenge now goca 
To lay acomplot to bet ray thy foes. 

Titus. I know thou dooft,and fweetc rcuenge farewell* 
Chiron* Tell vs old man, how (hall we be imployd, 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doc, 

Publius come hether, Cains, and Valentine , 

Publius. What isyour will <? 

Titus. Know you thefc two:* 

Tub. The Empreffe fonnes I take them, Chiron t Demetrius> 
Tttus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuchdcccaudc. 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius , 

Cuius and V dentine, lay hands on them, 

Oft hauc you h eard me wifli for fuch an houre* 

And now I finde it, therefore binde them fare. 

And flop their mouthesif they begin to cry. 

Chtrou. Villaincsforbcarc, we are the Empreffe fonnes. 
Publius # And therefore do we what we are commanded# 
Stop dofe their mouthes, let them not fpeake a word. 

Is he fure bounds iookc that y oil binde them faft. 
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Emtt Tint! Jndrtnieut with * knif<%*»d hamttt 4 
witbaBafou. 

Titus- Come, come Lauirin, look e, thy foes are bound, 
Sin flop their mouthes, let them not fpeake to me, 

But 1« them heart vvh at fearefull woids 1 vtter. 
Ohvjllaines,C<w»and Demetrius^ , 

Here Hands the fpring whom, you haue ftaind with mud* 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 

You kild her husband, and for that vildc fault. 

Two ot her brothers were condemnd to death* 

My hand cut off, and made a metry left. 

Both her fweet hands, her tongue^and that more deere 
Then bands or tongue, her fpotlcffcchaftity, 
lnhuroainetraytors,you conftraind and toilt. 

What would youfay if 1 ftiould let you fpeake . 

Villages for Iharnc you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w 1 meanc to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft that L*wnU tweene her ft umps doth hold 
The Bafon that reccauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother mcanes to fcaft with me. 

And calls hctfelfc Rcuenge, and thinkestnemad. 

Harke villaines, 1 will grinde your bones to dult, 

And with your blood and it He make a paltc, 

Andofthcpafteacoffenlwillreare, 

And maketwopafties ofyourfhamefull heads, 

And bid that ftrumpetyour vnhallowed Dam, 

Li k e to the earth fw al low her o w ne mcreaie. 

T his is the feaft that 1 haue bid her to. 

And this the banquet flie fliaUfurfcton, 

Fcr worfc then Philomel you vfde my daughter, 

And woife then Progne 1 will be teuengd, 

K * 



The tnojl lamentable Tr age die 

And notv prepare yourthroats: Lduinia come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they arc dead* 

Let me goc grindc their bones to powder foull j 
And with this hatcfwl! liquour temper it* 

And in that pafic let their vilde heads be bakte. 

Conic, corse, be euery one officious, 

Tomakc this banket, which I wiih may prouc 
More fterneand bloody then the CcntturcsfcaiL 
He cut i their throats. 

Sono w bring them in, for He play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother comes. 

Exit wh 

Enter Lucius jLMatcus^ and the Cjothet* 

Lucius* Vricklc CMurcus, fincetis my fathers snindc 
That I repaire to R omc, I am concent* 

(joth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune wilL 
Lucius, Good Vnckle take you inthis barbarous Marti 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfcd deuill, 

Lef him receaue no fuftt nance, fetter him* 

TiH he be brought vnto the Emperouj:* face* 

F or teftiraony other foulc proceedings : 

And feethe Ambulh of our friends be ftrongy 
I fcarethe Emp#rour rocanesno good toys. 

Moore* Some deuill whifper curfcs in mineeare? 

And prompt me that my tongue may vtfer forth, 

The vencmousmalliccof my fweUing heart. 

Lucius % Away inhumane dogge, vnhallowedflauc, 
Sirs,heIpeour vncklctoconucy him in, < 

T he crumpets ( hew the Emperour is at hand. 

* 

Sound T rumfettyEnttr Emperour uni Eruprejfe^with 
Tribunes And of hits* 

A ing. What, hath the firmament moc funnes then one? 

Lhunif 
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of Tim Andronicus* 

Hath ordained to an honourable end, D 

Pleafe you therefore draw (tie and take ) o* 1 P 

Saturn. c»f4rWWev»iU. 

Sound trumtet,«nttr Tim Ukfu C"k£, }l*™i # * 

V^lcomc ye warlike Gothes, we Icome: L«««i , 

And welcome all, although the chcerc be poon:, 

Twai fiU your ftooncks, pleafe you eat ofit. ^ 

S*tur. Why art thou thuj attired Anirontem • 

Tans. Becaufe 1 w ould be fure tohaueall well, 
Toentertaine your highnes,and y 0UtE ®P fefl '‘ 

My Lord the Eirperour refolu e me this, 

Was it well done of rafh V 

Smut. hvtatAndromtm. 

A patterne, prefident, and liuely warrant, 

Rpr memoft wretched to performe the like, 
Die,die,L<f«»»«4, and thy fhame with thee. 

And with thy fhame thy F athers forrow die. he ¥ l ‘^ u 

* Saturn. What haft thou done vnnaturallandvnkinde. 



1 Tbem/l lamentable Tugtdie 

Ttt. Kild her for whomc my teares haue mabe me dlind 
I am as wofull as Vir^i i»t was, 

And haue a thoufand times more caufe th en he* 

To doe this outrage, and ir is now done* 

King. What was (he rauiilic? tell who did the deede. 

7V'#f. Wilt fleafe you cat, wilt pleafe your highnes feed? 
Tam.VJ by haft thou flainc thine oncly daughter 
'Thus • Not I, twas Chiron and Demetrius* 

They rauiiht her, and cur a wav her tongue, 

And they, twas they, thut did her all this wrong* 

Kixr, Goc fetch them hether to vs presently 

Why therethey are both, bakedin that pie. 

Whereof their mother daintrliehath fed, 

Eating ihe fle/h that ihe herfeife hath bred. 

Tis true, tis true, witnes my kniues fharpe point, 

HsJitbs the Emprtjfe. 



Empt, Diefranticke wretch for this accurfed deede. 
Lhcms. Canthefonnes eye behold his father bleedc? 
T.iete smeede for ir.cede, death fora deadly deede. 

Moran. You fad fac’d men, people and fons ofRome, 
By vproresfeuerd hkea Bight of fowle, 

Scattred by windes and high tempefthus guffs. 

Oh let me teach you how to knit againe 
Ihisfcattredcorneinto onemutualllheaffe, 

I hefe brokenhmbs againeinto one body. 

a t-et Rome herfelfe bebanc vnto her felfe. 

And Ihee whomc m.ghtiekingdomes curfie too, 

L.ke a forlorneand defperatecaft away, 

Hoc inamefiill execution on her felfe. 

But if my froflie fignes and chaps of a-^e, 

Graucwitnellesoftrue experience, ° 

Connor induce you to attend my words, 

Speake Romes deere friend, as erf} our Anecfl.cr, 



When 



of Titus AndroMctss. 

"When with hisfolemne tonguehe did difeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending care, 

The (lory ofthat balefull burning night, 

When fubtiie Grcekcs (urprizd King Priams Troy* 
Tell vs what Sinan hath bcwitcht our earcs, 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Komcthe ciuill wound* 

My hart is notcompaft ot flint norftecle, 

Nor canlvtterall our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breakemy very vttrance eucn in the time 
When ir fliould money on to attend me moft, 

Lending your kind commiferation* 

Heereisa Captainc let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe tohearehim fpeake* 
Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you* 
That cur fed C hirers and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Empcrours brother, 

A nd they irwere chat rauilhed our filler. 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 

Our Fathers teares dcfpifd and bafcl-y coufend* 
Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarrell our. 

And fent her enemies vnto the graue* 

Laftfy rcy felfe vnkind'y banifhed, 

T he gates ftiuton me and turnd weeping out, 

To beg reliefe among Romes enemies, 

Who drownd their enmity in my true teares. 

And opt their armes toimbraceme as a friend* 
and I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 

That haue pteferud her welfare in my blood. 

And from her bofonr? tookethe enemies point* 
Sheathing the ftede in my aduentrousboJy* 

Alas you know 1 am no vaunter I, 

My fears can wiencs^dum b although they arc* 



The mojl lamentable Tr agcdie 

That my report i» iuft and full of truth, 

Butfoft.mc thinkes I doe digrefle too much, 

Cyting my worthies praifc.Oh pardon me. 

For wlienno friends are by, men praife themfelues. 

Marcu. Now is my turne to fpcake: behold this chitdej 
Of this was Tantera dcliucred, 

Theiffucofan irreligious Metre, 

Chiefe Architect and plotter ofthefe woes, 

The villaineis atiuein 7»»*i houfe, 

And as he is to witnes this is true. 

Now judge what courfe had Titus toreuenge, 

Thefe wrongs, vofpeakcable pad pacienec, 

Or more then any liuingman could bcare. 

Now you hauc heard the truth, what fay you Romanes i 
Haue wedone ought amiffe? fhow vs wherein, 

And from the place where you behold vs bow, 

The poore remainder of Andrenicie 

Will hand in hand al 1 headlong call v s downc, 

And on the ragged ftoncs beat forth our braincs, 

And make a mutual! clofureofour houfe : 

Speake Romaines fpeake, and if you fay we lhall, 
tochand in ha Lucius and 1 will fall* 

Emlltus. Come come thou reuerent man of Rome, 

And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius o ur tmperour for well 1 know. 

The common voy ce doe cry it lhall be fo. 

Mur tut. Luc tut, all hail* Ronesroyall Emperour, 

Goe goe into old Titus forrowfull houfe, 

Andhither hale that misbelieuingt^fwre. 

To be adiudgd fome direfull flaughtermg death, 

Aspunilhmentfor hisrootf wickedlife. 

Luc: us al! haileto Romes gracious Gouernour. 

Lucius, Thankes gentle Romaines may l gouerneto, 
To heal* Romes harmes.and wipe away her woe: 



of Thus An dronicus * 

But gentle people giue meaime a while, 

Fornature putsme to a heauie taske. 

Stand all aloofe.but V nckle draw you neere. 

To (lied obfequiousteares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warmekifle onthy pale cold lips, 
Thefeforrowfol drops vpon thy bloud-flaine face. 

The laft true duties of thy noble fonne. 

yjMarc. Tearefor teare,»ndlouingkiffeforkme, 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips, 

Oh were the {umrceof theft that 1 fiiould pay, 
Countlefle and infinite, yet would Ipay them. 

Lucius. Come hither boy come, come and learne of vs 9 
Tomelt infliowers,th. Grandfierlou’d thee well. 
Many a time be daunflf thee on his knee, 

Sungthee afleepe,hislouingbrcaft thy pillow. 

Many a mn terhath he tol d to thee,. 

Mecte and agreeing with thine infancies 
In that refpefl then, likealouingchilde. 

Shed yet fome ftnall drops from thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kinde nature doth require it fo. 

Friends fiiould alTociatefricnds in griefeand woe. 

| Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue, 

" Doe them that kindnes, and take leaue of them. ^ 
Putt, O Grandficr,Grandfire, euen with ail my nart, 
Would I were dead foyou didliueagatne. 

O Lord I cannot fpea-e to him for weeping. 

My tearcs will choake me if I ope m y mout h , 

Remains, Youlad Andremcit hauedone with woes, 
Giue fentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath bene breeder ofthefe dire euents. 

Lutmt. Set him bread deepe in earth and fnnrfli him 
There let him Hand and raue andery for foode. 

If any one relceues or pitties him. 

For the offence he dies, this is oar doorac. 



Tbemojl lamentable T rage die 

Some day to feehimfaftned in the earth. 

Aron . Ah why fhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb? 

* lamnobaby I, that withbafepraiers 

I fiiould repent the euils I hauc done, 

^ Tenthoufand worfethen eucr yet I did, 

^7puldl pcrformeifl might hauc my will* 

Ifone good deed in all in y life 1 did* 

1 doe repent it from my very fonle. 

Lucius. Some louing friends conu cy the Etnpcrour hence 
And giue him buriall in hisfathers graue. 

My father and Lauinia(ha\\ forthwith 
Be clofed in our houfholds monument % 

As for that hanous Tiger Tamor* % 

No funerdlrite, nor man in xnourncfull wceds p 
No mournefull bell fli all ring her buriall . 

But throw her forth to beads and birds to prey* 

Her life was bcaftly and dcuoid ofpitcy. 

And being fo (hall hauc like want ofpitty. 

Sec iuftice done on Aron thaedambd Moore 9 
By whomc our heauy haps had their beginning:* 

Then afterwards to order well the date* 

That like eucncs may ncrcit ruinate* 
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